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KLONDIKE KIT’S CHUM; 
ze * 
| a HOT STRIKE ON VULTURE HILL. 
= By the Author of “KLONDIKE KIT.” 
& CHAPTER I. At the top of the mast hung a Dutch- 
a A DUTCHMAN IN DISTRESS—BILL. AND. ™40; Clamioring loudly for.assistance. 
S THE BEAR—THE SHOT FROM THE He was dressed in a short fur jacket, 
b SHORE. baggy trousers of marmot skin, and had 
- o™ \ “Hellup! hellup! : a little flat derby hat on his head and big 
.. Bottleneck Bill was engaged in catch- ft poe on his feet. 
e % ing drifton “the Vukon <to be wsed as a | His weight, concentrated at the mast, 
support for sluice boxes. , ~ threw the frontend of the raft danger- 
i He employed a riata for the purpose, ously down into the water. 
is and was deftly noosing logs from. the » What's bothering you, Dutthy?? 
; shore, and hauling them in, hand over. cried Bottleneck Bill. | 
hand: - ; 5s Ma ~“*Ach, safe me, safe me!’ howled the 
| The words that open this chapter, evi- Dutchman, pulling a red bandauna hand- 
if dently voiced by some one in distress, kerchief from his pocket and waving it 
“reached his ears SO" suddenly that he al- wildly. ‘‘Hellup, I say, or I vill pe tead 
: lowed the lariat to slip eougit his so quick as nefer vas!” ~ 
: < fugers.andgo swishing down the river, ae pide. -down, you blooming ijut,” 
. isis fast to a snag. 4 shouted back Bill, ‘‘and pole in!”? 
ie ay “Hellup, somepody ! Safe me quick or “Vas you goin’ to leaf me to tie like a 
< wade goner!?? trap mit a rat.in it?” groaned the Dutch- 
. Bill looked up the stream tae asa fait -DIABe aa : bigs | 
= floated into sight around a bend. ~~ “What ails you??? yelled Bill. 
|. ? It was a small, shaky-looking raft, and ‘Vat ails me, is it? You dink:I shtay 
had a dirty little canvas tent pitched at up here for fun und dot I vas blayin’ mit 


myself? Hellup, Sa 1 
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Bill was astonished. ~ asa jack-knife did not contribute to his 


” 


He could not understand the Dutch- peace of mind. ‘ 
Se man, but, thinking. there. must besome | Fora moment the bear squatted a SS 
cause for his evident fright, ‘he rushed ~ “haunches sat tp ‘and sniffed the air; then 
along the bank and out upon aneck of it dropped down and made a bee line for. 
land that jutted into the river. the unfortunate William. 
The raft was well in shore. - ‘(Mein gootness!”’ wailed the man on 
As it came along, borne by the current, © the imast; ‘‘dere von’t be so much as 
it would sweep past the point within easy ~ some gtease spots left mit you!’” wee 
jumping distance. ~ Chased by the ~ Bill began retreat- 
Bill -waited. ing around the raft. 
The raft swept down, and when it was ‘‘ Have you got a knife, Duteby, or a 
abreast of him he jumped. gun, or anything else that you can shoot 
The trick was successfully executed,. or cut with?’? asked Bill, keeping his 
aud he landed on the logs with a joltthat eyes steadily fixed on the bear. 
almost tore the Dutchman off the mast. — ‘Haven't got a plamed ding but a 
‘‘Donnerwetter !”” howled the ~Dutch- hatchet, und dot’s all.” 
man; ‘‘vhy did he did it!” | ‘Where is the hatchet ?”’ 
‘““Vouwre about the craziest Dutchman YT Jost him oferboard der day after yes- | 
I. ever met up with,’’’ remarked Bill. terday.’’ 
‘““Come down from there. Your old raft Bill swore under his breath. 
won't yeu together more than two Just at that instant the bear sprang for- 
minutes.’ : ward, and Bill leaped back. | . 
“Took oudt, look oudt!?’ shouted the As hard luck would haye it, his feet 
Dutchman, frantically. ‘‘Mein gott, you caught inone of the ropes that tied the 
vill be eated up!’” logs together, and he went down in a 


+. 
~ 


- 


Bill whirled about and saw an ugly heap. : | 
black muzzle thrust through the end of He began to say his prayers, for he 
the canvas tent. could hear the bear snorting and pawing 


The muzzle was followed by a vicious- along in his direction. 
looking head and a long, shaggy body. Bill's mishap, however, had wrenched 
The cause of the Dutchman’s fright from its fastenings the rope that bound ~ 
was instantly apparent. : . #« the logs, and the raft began to spread outs Be: “35 


> ey ere | 


There was a bear aboard. and separate. — oe “ 


~. 


Bill saw at a glance that the brute was The mast toppled over and fell with a 
of the variety known as the ‘‘silver tip,’’ splash into the water, accompanied by a 
‘Sone of the most dangerous of the wild . howl from the Dutchman. 


animals that the country held. The bear was alinost upon Bill when mec} 
The fact that Bill had left his rifleon they both dropped through the gapping sbee e Nee: 
the bank and had not about him so imuch timbers into the river. 2 
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formed the centre piece, or backbone, of 
the raft. 


He succeeded in climbing upon this 


and had barely seated himself astride it 
when he discovered that the bear was on 
the other end. | 
_ A ducking in the river seemed only to 
have whetted the animal’s appetite for 
human provender and it began a steady 
advance upon Bill. | 

‘I’m in for it,’? groaned Bill. 


scalp ain’t worth two whoops ina Chi- 

nook wind. Guess I’li do a little yelling 

myself.’’ is 
Then he let loose with a lusty—— 
“Help !omurder!help??:. 


_ The bear seemed fairly to grin as it 
opened its mouth and licked its chops, 


all the while continuing’ ¢ on its way to-- 


ward William. — 


At last it got so close it’s hot breath 


fanned Bill’s face, and he dodged a sweep-_ 
ing blow of the big paw, closed his eyes, 


and was waiting to feel the sharp teeth 
in his long necks: ge? = 
Sping! : = 
There came’the report of a rifleand the 
whistle and sodden thump of a bullet. 
Bill opened his eyes. 
The bear had dropped from the log, 
leaving an 


ensanguined stain in the 


“water. 
~ “Catch this, Bill! Mind your eye!’ 


' He looked toward the shore and there 
stood Klondike Kit and Nugget Nell, the 
former with a smoking He: in his hands 


‘ te the latter holding a coiled riata! 
FREE : WAR BADGES. SEE LAST PAGE. - 


‘KLONDIKE KIT WEEKLY. 
By a herculean effort, Bill managed to 
; grasp one of the biggest logs which had 


ie 
~ chances for getting out of this with my 


‘*Whoop!”’ shouted the delighted Bill. 
‘‘Hooray! Toss the rope, Nell, and if I 
fail to catch it I'll eat it.” 

The girl threw the riata with admirable 
skill, and Bill caught it dextrously and 
was quickly towed ashore. 

‘‘In about half a minute more, Klon- 
dike Kit,’’ said Bill, as he walked up the 
bank and grasped the hands of his two 
friends, ‘‘your Wonderful William would 
have been ground up into bear meat. 

‘*T was lassoing drift when- a Dutch- 
man floated into sight howling for help 
like mad. 


‘*] went to his assistance, discovered 
that bear and then the raft busted. 

‘I bobbed up, grabbed a log, and, 
after I had climbed astride it, found the 
bear again: 

“You know the fest.” 
‘*What became of the Dutchman ?”’ 


‘“‘Drowned, too. He 


It’s a good thing, 


didn’t have sense enough to confe in out 


of the wet whien it rained.’? 
‘*VYou vas a liar doo dimes!’ cried the 
Dutchman, breaking into sight through 


the brush. ‘I didn’t vas drowned, und 


- neider vas it rainin’ vhen I got vet. I fel] 


indo der river. Und dos’t all about it.’ 
~**Where did you drop from, Dutchy ?” 


cried Bill. 


“Don’t you make fun mit me went 
m= | 


on the Dutchman. ‘I vill lick you fora 


bostage shcaimp—for a von cent shtamp.”? 
‘Come on!’ imvited Bill. ‘‘You ran 
me up against that bear and I’m-dead 
anxious to take a fall out of you.” 
The Dutchman meant business, and so 
did Bill, and the two dfipping combat- 
ants would have been atit hammer and 


KLONDIKE KIT WEEKLY. 


tongs had not Kit separated them with 
considerable force. 

‘“‘Stop it, Bill,’’ said Kit. 

Then he turned to the Dutchman. 

‘*Who are you?’ 

“T vas Dutch, by shimminy, from der 
head up und from der shkin oudt!”” 

‘“What’s your name?”’ 

“*Karl Schnapps; I been from Frank- 
furt yet, py Shermany.”’ 

**He’s a frankfurter,’’ 


put in Baill; 


‘‘he’s a sausage!’ 


‘“‘T make some sausages mit you, pooty. 


quick!’’ retorted Karl Schnapps, shaking 
his fist at Bill. 
raft up, you haf dumped me der rifer in, 


“You haf bust me iny 


und I blay efen, I bed you!”’ ve 

‘‘Where are you bound for?’’ asked 
Kit. , 
~ You tell me dot’ 

“‘T told you he was crazy,’’ chimed in 
Bill. 

‘““Den’t you know where you want to 
go?’ demanded Kit. 

‘Vell; I 
grazy like some odder chays. 


said yes, 
Und dot’s 
vhat I speak to you.’’ 

~ “Do you want to go to Dawson ?”’ 

“Mebbe I did.’” 

“(Do you want to go to Indian River??? 

“(Dot vas bossible.’? — 

‘‘What are you here for?”? 

‘Vell, you eucs ‘ oudt, und vhen you 
know, you tell me. : 

‘‘He’s a Dutch conundrum,”’ sate Bill, 
‘‘and I’ll give a. prize to any one that 
works it out.”’ 

Kit looked at Nell and found her 
laughing. - @ 

**You By it, Nell, ‘said he. 


- curiosity,’’ suggested Bill. 


but I vasn’t SO 


‘Are you up here i in Alaska for your 5 


health; Mr. SGRBARES Er asked Nugget 
Nell. ay ote Pioprac sees 

“Vhen I find Kiondike Kit, 
make dot so blain like print,’’ answered 


*{* . 


the Dutchinan. be 


‘(Are you looking -for Kfondike Kit?” ae 


“‘Not’s vhat I beeu tellin’ you. ” 

“Tam Klondike Kit,’ put in Kit. 

Karl Schnapps looked him over and 
shook his head. < ; 
‘“‘T dink not,” he replied, calmly. 
“Why?” 
“Vou ask me vhy, und I don’t say 
I look at you like dot!’’ 
‘“‘Let’s puta chain on him and take 


hit down to Dawson and. sell him fora 


noddin gs. 


~~ 


et 2 Peer 


“Ouiet, Bill!’’ comimanded Kit. 
isn’t so big a fool’as he looks.”? 
‘Se couldn't be: 224g" cian ht 
**Mr. 


A 
: 


Schnapps,” “said Nell, “this is 


ne vill 


Klondike Kit. If you're looking fc Aor es s 


here he is.’’ , . el 
‘‘Vhat glaim does he oberate ?’” 


‘“He owns and operates two claims the 
Discovery and No. 6.”’ 
“Dot —vas righdt, so far, but. maype I “a 


ketch you yet? Und who vas dot. chum 


> 


vhat brosbectéd mit Klondike Kit in 


/ 
‘ 


Montana, in ninedy-doo?”? 
‘Phil Courtenay,’’ said Kit. ePhail 
and I were all over Montana in ninety- 


a 


two.?? 


‘Den dere it vas! I haf you! 


shinks, dot makes me feel aoc all droo. 


Read dot! }»? : oe eas 


Karl took froin his pocket a piece « of 
soaked paper dnd handed it to Rite 
The note ran thus: an 
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chimed in Bill. 
~~ gin’s what you and Nell did at ‘the Black 


** Dear Kt oy need some one with 
nerve to help me out in a hard deal. Will 


you come and lend me a hand? Iam at - 


Vulture Hill. The Dutchman isa little 
dense, but he’s all right, and will bring 
_you to me, straight as a die. 
“Your old chum, - Courtenay.’’ 


\ ar : . 
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CHAPTER II. ze 


= 
~ 


PROFESSOR BUMM—THE PATENT CRADLE 
—THE DEVIL’S DOINGS. 


“Phil Courtenay !’’ muttered Kit. ‘‘T 


thought the Klondike would fétch him.” 


~ “Will you go, Kit?’’ asked Nell. 
“This 

Nell.”? 
“But how about the clean-up at No. 6 


is an ee has I can’t resist, 


aud the Discovery ?”’ 

‘‘What have you done, Bill?” queried 
Kit. = 

“*Fust piuae up the sluice boxes.” 

SETt will be two or three days before 
that work can be accomplished, ” went~ 


on Kit, ‘fand I'll We back before it’s. time | ou 


to begin washing the gravel.’’ 
‘‘Ain’t you going to take a little rest : 2 
‘It’s all over the dig- 


Hole,’ and what a slick dodge you played ~ 


on the Huns in stealing Sketozi right out 
from under their eyes. It seems as though 
you ought to recuperate after that job.’’* 
Kit laughed. 
““T’ve recuperated all the way “back 
from Tananah Kaveh is I'm teady to 


a “i. 
—=- —— ——- 


*The story of Klondike Kit’s, Nuseet™ Raw 's 


~ and Siwash Sam’s extraordinary experience among 


the convict Huns, was told in No. 7 of this 
Weekly, e entitled, ‘‘Klondike Kit at ‘the Black ~ 
Hole; or, ‘The Convict Huns of Tananah. hers 
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“Where did that raft come from, 


mae THE = GREAT E PREMIUM | OFFER ON | LAST PAGE. 


put up the gamest kind oh a fight if 1 call 
help Courtenay.”’ 

‘Dot gifs me der greatest af habbic 
ness,’? remarked Karl, removing his flat | 
derby and bowing. 

‘Don’t mention it,’’ smiled Kit. 
Karl ?”’ 
‘*T float mit him downder rifer.’’ 
‘‘Where did you pick up the bear?”’ 
‘You dink it oudt. 


‘All I know, he vasn’t dere, und 
* 


It vas doo heafy 
for-me. 
den he vas dere, und dot’s all.’’ 

‘“You and your darned old bear got me 
into a peck of trouble, Dutch,’’ put in’ 
Bill. ° = | 

‘*Pottleneck Pill, you don’t vas— —’ 

“Not Pill, you. pretzel-faced frankfur- | 
“* Bilte- a 


“se 


’ 


ter!’? snapped the irate William. 
Can’t you say Ball?” 
‘‘T say vhat I say,” 


retorted Karl 
sclinapps, ° ‘you bed my life on dot. I ee. 
vas a Aghtn' Dutchinan, und you vill 
find oudt ice agice I been full mit 
ginger. a | : 

“Ginger sm casi hey?’’ snorted Bill. 
“Wait till I get my sleeves rolled up, and 
I'll 
Germany!” 


make you think a cyclone struck 


‘Stop quarreling, you fellows, ’” com- 
mana Kit!” “We'll 
the Discovery, have a'good | 


make for the 
“shanty 
feed, and’ then — think over the work in ke 


on 


hand. Comeon.” | | ee P 
Half.an hour’s rapid walking brought 


them to Kit’s banner claim, and Nell was’ 
not long in getting up a meal to whiche 
they all did full justice. . 
While they were eating a knock fell on 
the door. — eae : — es 
3 “Come int! cried Kit. 


“~~ 


~ carer, 


ee OTS a ae Se ~ 


~ SR Ate? ALAM ee, ee 


~ 


_ out’? gold. 
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The door opened, and a tall, lanky in- 


dividual stepped into the room. a 
He was dressed from head to heels in 


moosehide, had long, coarse black hair 


hanging down over his’ shoulders, a 
peinted chin beard, bushy eyebrows, and 
wore dark colored goggles. — 

In a belt about his waist was thrust a 
knife and a revolver, and on his shoulder 
he carried what, miners calla ‘‘cradle,’’ 
which is a primitive, box-like machine 


set on rockers and used for “rocking 


Taking the cradle from his shoulder, 
the newcomer set it on thie floor. 

‘‘A stranger, who is aweary, seeks rest 
and refreshment,’’ he drawled. ; 

_ “Put on another plate, Nell,’ said Kit, 
giving the man a sharp’ glance. ‘*Draw 
up, pilgrim. What do you call yourself ?’’ 

‘Tam known as Professor Bumm, the 
psychological expert.”’ y 

‘‘Are you a mind TASS perfesser Petes 
asked Bill. 

erate? is 

‘Then 
Dutchy, there, and let us know if there 
is anything in his mind to read.”? 

“Tam not giving exhibitions now,’’ 
replied the professor, modestly. © ‘‘I am 
the inventor of a patent cradle for wash. 
ing out gold, and am trying to introduce 
it on the Klondike.”’ 

They all glanced at the cradie, and 


then resumed eating. 


Kit, 
could keep one eye on the cradle as he 


however, was seated where he 
ate, and he was astonished, 
moments, to observe ‘the contrivance be- 
4em slightly rocking from side to side. 


DO YOU WANT A Sioa BUTTON OR PIN 2 £ 


ply; ‘‘my sight is too sensitive to the 
“light.” 


ter, now slower. 


_ ing his invention, the professor SunHEG 


train your eagle optics on~ 


in a few” 


This was a peculiar thing, and Kit’s- # 
sharp glance became sharper as he 
watched the professor, BOS he. 

‘Why don’t you remove those goggles 
professor ?’’ asked Kit, anxious for a look 
at the man’s eyes. : 


“Impossible, my friend,” was the re- 


The cradle continued to rock, now fas- 
Observing how intently Kit was watch- 


around. a 
Bistaatiy he got up, evincing consider- 
able agitation, seized the BEC and lifted 
it to his shoulder. 
‘‘What’s the matter?’’? demanded Kit. 


“(Vou haven’t eaten a dozen mouthfuls.’ 
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‘‘Nevertheless,’? was the hurried an- 
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swer, ‘I have had enough. Many thanks Ty 


is 


wile 


for your entertainment.’’ S 

The professor bolted through the door 
like a shot and was gone, 

‘*By shinks!’’ exclaimed Karl ‘‘Dot~ 
fills me mit drubble!’’ 

‘*What fills you with trouble ?”’ 

‘You saw dot refolver und dot knife 
vhat he had in his pelt, hey: ieee 

° Ves, »? - 

Vell, 
pelong mit Courtenay.”’ 
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so hellup me gracious, dose 


This confirmed Kit’s suspicions that 
something was wrong with the professor. 

**Bill,’’ said Kjt, “you and Karl follow 
that man while I’m getting ready to start _ 
fon Valints Hill. Bring him back, and, 
mind! don’t forget to bring that cradle, 
too.”’ : 

‘Come on, Dutch! I» cried Bill, starting 
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‘Tm out for gore. 


for hip door a aaa up his rideson 


the way. ‘I'll mix you a powder paddipy 


with blue fire trimmings.’’ segs 
“Und vhen he vas all snixed, 4 make 


“ried away, ~~. mF & 


When“the two men were gone, Kit 
went over the claim, made a note of what 
was still to be done, and gave Nell m- 
nute directions for overseeing the work. 
*‘Kit,’?’ said Nell, 


you to take Bill with you on this trip.’’ » 


earnestly, ‘‘I want 


“But I can’t leave you here alone,’’ 
he answered. | 


**Siwash Sain mai be here in a few 
_ hae ae. can get along all right 


th the men he is to bring from Daw- 


soni? oS aie i 


“Why do you want me to take Bill?” 


hesitatedand | then 
went on, with flushing cheeks—‘‘because 


* “¢Becanse’’—she 


I feel that you are going to be exposed to 
terrible danger, and I believe that Bill 
will be able to help you.’”’ 

“Tf it will keep you from worrying, 
Nell,’ replied Kit, as he® put his arnis 


about the girl and kissed cher, ‘‘I »will 


take Bill with me, of course—— Hello! 
What's that??? = 


A quivering yell like an Indian war- 


whoop broke suddenly on their ears. 


_ Before they could look out and investi- 
gate, the door was burst open and Bottle- 


= neck Bill dashed i in. - s 


His eyes were flashing Tike coals or fire, 
and in his hand he carried a long knife. 
he 


‘I’m an Apache, and 


_‘*Whoopee!”’ 
around the cabin. 


howled, 


I’m on the warpath 
and looking for troubles)? 5° 


v 


git ‘REMEMBER THE MAINE !” 


~ KLONDIKE KIT WEEKLY, 


dancing 


BT! shouted Kit, astounded, 
‘what’s the matter with you??? : 
“There she is!’ he yelled; , ‘there 


stands the, pale-faced squaw that tans 


you eat him,’’ chirped Karl, as they hur- \hides in my wickiup! My first victim, 


aha! Have at thee, traitress!’’ 

Bill rushed at Nell like a demon, but 
Kit thrust out his foot and tripped him 
up, sending him sprawling along the 


floor. 


‘‘What in the world has come over 
him ?’’ cried Nell, in alarin. 
‘It beats me!’’ returned*Kit ; 


<=... 


‘She acts 


like a anadman.”? 


Bill regained his feet in a flash and 
made at Kit a a yelp like that ofa 
hungry coyote. . " 

Kit catight ints struck the knife out of 
his hand, and ‘then slammed hii down 
on a bench and sat down on him. 

‘‘Hand me that pail of water, Nell, ds 
said Kit. ee: Was36; 


Nell carried the pail to him and he 
dashed its icy contents into Bill’s face. 

The effect was magical. 

“Get off’? spluttered™ Bill; 
blazes are you doing, Kit??? 


‘(what the 


Bill was himself again. 

Kit got up and took. achair, and Bill 
arose on the bench and looked around 
vacantly. os 

‘‘What happened ?”’ asked Bill. 

‘‘Ts it as bad as that ?’’ returned Kit. 

‘It’s worse! How did I get here?” 


“You rushed into the cabin, swore you 


were an Apachie Indian, and made an at- 


tempt to scalp us. What's the matter?” 
‘Pll. tell you what’s the matter, Kit,’’ 
replied Bill, solemnly; ‘‘the devil is loose 
in the diggings!”’ | 
WEAR A “MAINE” BUTTON. 
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“Nonsense!” Pi oe Sees dee 

‘‘Nonsense, hey? Then how do you ac- 
count for that toinfoolery 1 indulged in ?’’ 

‘(Did you follow the professor?’’ 


‘(We overtook him, jogging along the / 


up-river trail.’’ 
‘‘What occurred then??? — 
‘(He took off his goggles and played 
tag with Dutchy. Never laid a hand on 
him, mind you, but Dutchy staggered 


—_—_= 


and dropped in ‘his tracks.” 
‘What next ?”? Ui cred ese 


“Then the perfesser danced around me, © 


and after that all is a blank. Hat, the 
devil is Paves the Klondike a visit, and 


_ 


no mistake.’ aes ey 


‘*Pick up that faves ae )/ Bil} !? com- 
manded Kit, starting to” his feet and but- 
toning up his parkie. | ‘You've lost your 
rifle, I see, but perhaps we will find it on 


our way. back. 


meine YOUT pockets.” ‘ 


‘“Are we going back???’ faltered Bill. 
‘*Certainly. Good-by, Nell.’’ 
“Be cautious, Kit,’’ implored .the gir], 


holding out her “hand.” ‘‘Don’t take too’ 


many chances, and be careful—for my 
> sake.”” : San 
Kit cheered. her with a few encourag- 


ing words, kissed a and left the cabin, 
- followed by Bill : 


“Put your best foot foremost, Bin? 
said Kit, ‘‘and retrace the trail taken by 
the proféssor. We must overtake him as- 
quickly as possible. ’”’ 

“Yd rather face’ a_ cageful of wildcats 
than go back there,’’ answered Bill, ‘‘but 
if you say go, go it is!”’ , 

‘Bill struck off at a trot along the nar- 


row path that followed Indian River. 


Put a brace of barkers in. 


Ahead of them, in» tlie: dim distance, pe 


sai be seen Vulture Hill, their ee 
‘destination. i Ary 
Suddenly Bill came to a halt. Mere 


“Here's where we met up with the per-— 


fesser, Kit, and over there, by that aoe 
is where Dutchy dropped.”” — 

An extensive search of the vicinity 
failed to discover any trace of Karl 
Schnapp§, and the pursuit was continued. 

From this point on Kit took the lead, 


his sharp eyes constantly ranging over 


the trail far in advance. 


They had proceeded several miles at a 
rapid pace when Kit tinned: 0 Bill. 

“Stop, Bill!?? he said, in 
‘‘Our man is just ahead of us.”? 

“Then we can* expect another dose of 


the horrors, ”’ ‘matege 1 Bill; ‘‘did you : 


see him ee ae ag 
“Ves:? . 
‘Has he sprouted a pair of horns? Has 
he got a forked tail and cloven hoofs ??” 
‘‘Not at all; step out of the trail a lit- 


tle and you can see him for yourself. > 


Bill stepped to one side, parted the 


buslies, and-looked ahead. 7 
The professor was about a hundred 


yards in front. 
His patent rocker was on the ground, 
the cover was drawn half off and he was 


stooping over and looking into it, all the > 
time making peculiar passes about ‘hig<: 


head with his hands. ars . 
Be? s 
groaned Bill, 


oon 2 
‘fand we'll be jonahed 


working a 


sure, ’’ 


~~ - 


“Then Pil interrupt the hocus- pocus,’” 
laughed Kit, starting forward. me Se 


“Comeback, Kit!’ implored Bill, but 
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a ale 

a e Kit. paid no. attention saat him aud ran 
rise swiftly forward, | | Sf 

3 ae ~ It took him but a few moments: to 
4 ar cover the intervening ground. hue 

2 ‘ie the professor . heard him com ing, and 


looked up hurriedly. = 


In a flash he pushied the cover of the 
rocker back into place,-started up and 


Piste ch get ce 
rat 
es 
& 


‘ 
a, ein: Nv 
Se er as 


” glared/at Kit menacingly. 
as “What do you want?’ he asked. 

“T want to have a look at that patent 
es cradle of yours.”? K, 
3 ae See “Vou can’t have a look at it.” 
.| a ge OT think I can!’ ak 2 
ed 3x Kit started toward cae ‘cradle, bitt 
something carried his eyes to the profes- 


> 
Z-$0t’s face. 
Pie 


|p = The colored goggles had been dis- 
male carded, and the professor’ 's eyes were roll- 
< ing about in his head and glimmering 
| 2 and flashing in a most hofrible manner. 
| There was something fascinating about 
2 them, and they chained Kit’s attention. 
all A Then the ptofessor’s claw-like hands 
| began describing sinuous cutves in the 
air, and he drew closer and closer to Kit. 
The young gold-hunter felt a peculiar 
sensation speed along his nerves. 
It was impossible for him to tear his 
. eyes away from tlie professor’s. 
He tried, to motes but found it impos- 
sible. 


Z He was perfectly helpless. 
His muscles were growing weaker and 
weaker, his brain was becoming confused, 


ise and he was on the point of collapsing en- 


tirely when a loud yell broke on his ears. 

Following the yell, 
dashed into sight and plunged at the pro- 
fessor like a catapult. 


Karl Schnapps 


mere, pee 


— 
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The Dutchman’s head: was lowered, 
and he caught the hypnotist fairly in the _ 
breast, lifting him off his feet and effectu- 
ally breaking the spell he was endeavor- 
ing to cast over Klondike Kit. 

With a shake of his broad shoulders, 
Kit threw off the uncanny influence and 
uiade after the professor, who had re- 
gained his feet in a_ jiffy and had started 
off at a run. : 
had 
vanished into thin air for Kit could not 
find him. 

When the youth returned to examine 


But the » professor, apparently, 


the. cradle, that also had mysteriously dis- 
appeared. 


~ Just then a cry reached Kit’s ears. 


It eame from Bill. 
‘Lend a hand here, Kit, or this bloom-_ 


in’ Dutchman’Il prove the death of mne!’’ 


Kit looked toward the spot where he 
had left Bill and saw that he was leaping 
about like a pea on a hot griddle, frantic- 
ally endeavoring to escape the vicious 
charges of the bewitched Frankfurter. 

The young gold-hunter lost no time in 


hurrying to Bill’s side. 


CHAPTER III. 


A CRAZY ‘DUTCHMAN — THE MID-AIR 
CABLE—A BATTLE IN ROPE CHAIRS. _ 
Karl Schnapps was acting fully as 

strangely as Bill had acted, a short time 

before. 
He wou d paw the ground with his big 
fur boots, and then, with a wild snort, he 
would rush at Bill with his head down. 
Bill was obliged to leap spryly from | 
side to side to avoid being knocked head 
over heels. . 


Kit!’ shouted 


**he’s gone clean crazy.”’ 


-- . &Loeok ont for him, 
‘Bill; 

Placing himself in Karl’s way, Kit in- 
duced him to charge in his direction and 
deftly caught him about the waist and 
lifted him, Bree and struggling, into 


_ 


Vy ‘the air. 
“T yas one of dose Dexas longhorns!”’ 
bellowed the Dutchman. 


Kit dropped him on the ground, held 
and rubbed his face with 


~_ 


him there, 
snow. | 
The bewitched Karl finally yielded to. 
the treatment, but he was much longer in 
picking up his wits than Bill had been. 
At last he sat up, rubbed his eyes, and 
- looked at Bill and Kit in a bewildered 
way. 
‘‘Vot it is?’’ he asked... 
‘(Ree] better ?’’ returned Kit. ; 
“T yas mixed up und don’t know vhat 
it vas all aboudt, dot’s all..° I don’t know 
vedder it vas to-day, or do-morrow, or 
last week, or vedder I vas here, or some ~ 
oder place. Pottleneck Pill, vhere is dot 


brofessor ?”’ 
‘*Vamosed,’’ said Bill. 
a bad case of the razzle-dazzle, Dutch.’’ 
‘““He hypnotized you and. Bill,’’ ex 


‘““He gaye vou 


plained Kit. 

“Pen dered vasn’t some cyclones, und 
lighdtnings, und dings hke dot, und I 
vas yoost inyself und nodding else?”’ 

‘Just a plain case of staggers,’’ replied 
Bill. 

‘*You were an easy subject for the pro- 
fessor,’’ said Kit. 

+ * A soft mark,’ added Bill. 
“(It is, is it??? returned Karl, bristling 


KLONDIKE ‘KIT WEEKLY. Pie 3 “ioe She os 


We're off for be ass Hill and to ald Ps 


~ Vulture Hill. . tm 
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up. ‘Idon’t dink, I bed Set someding 
for nodding I gan break your face!” ~~ aes 


“Get out, you sausage! Come “over — i 
here, and I’]] eat you.”’ a aaa 
“That will do,” put. in Kit: ! (‘ewant 7% 


to pass the gulch before sundown, and it~ me 
will be impossible if you fellows waste 
Forward, Kar"! 


time in quarreling. 


Phil Courtenay. ’ O 

Their trail carried them far a6 Indian 
River to a point where they broke away a af 
made directly for | 
ce =e ee 


_ from the stream and 


About an hour before Gina barnt they . 
came to the brink of a deep canyon. 7 

The gulch cut through the trail, and 
in order to save detour of many iniles, it 
had been bridged with a rope cable. 
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The rope was attacked to two stout leer 
trees on either’ side, and “rope chairs” a | 
were used in crossing. sarap “se p>. 

The ¢hairs were merely board seats é. 
fastened toa loop of rope which hung » Ae. 
pendant from a flanged wheel. vate ee sng i Nie 

Seating himself in one of the chairs, Hi: 
the traveler could lay hold of thecable = 
and pull himself over. | a 

It was not a contrivance for the use of : 
a nervous man. Saas 2 4 . 

Considerable nerve _was required to ee 
carry a person sey over this mid-air : be. 
cable. fa Sites | 

che 


When Kit and his two friends halted at 
the gulch a couple of the rope chairs were | 


aes ba ie ™~ 


on their side, ready for use. i 
“T vill pe der first vat goes der cable 
ofet,’? said Karl. “If TI fal}; ner ra 
oudt und ketch me” 85 eg 
Kit made no objections, and the Dutch. i 
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man "stated himself in one of the rope 
chairs and seca in pulling himself 


over. 
It was an uphill pull, for the cable was 
on a slant. . 


Owing to this fact, a chair, atattad 


from the opposite side on the down grade, 
would come*across by itsown momentum. 
To keep the chair where it was, Karl 


fastened it-with a bit of twine, and then > 


he whirled around and vanished mysteri- 
ai 
ously ainoug the rocks. 


“Where has that crazy wienerwurst 
-gone now ?’’ gorwled Bill. 
‘*Tt’s hard to tell,’’ replied ik seating 


himself in the second chair. ‘‘But he 


— isn’t so much of a dunderhead, Bill, 


you seein to think him.”’ 
‘‘T hope not,’’ was Bill’s dry response. 
‘Are you off, Kit ?’’ 


“Ves; here goes. I’ll roll this chair 
back to you when I get over.’’ 
““Keno!?® 


It was at least one hundred “feet across 
the gulch, and Kit had hauled himself 
about half the way over and was poised 


‘ above the giddy height whemie heard a 


loud yell from Bill. 
Looking up, he saw a half-breed seated 


in the chair used by Karl. 


The fellow had a naked knife in his 
hand and was plunging toward Kit on 
the down grade. 

With every passing instant his momen- 
tum became greater and greater. 

A collision was imminent. , 


Such an accident, happening their in 


~mid- -air,, would undoubtedly precipitate 
the occupants of both the chairs to instant 
death, AE 5) Steed tc wd T : 
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‘Stop!’ shouted Kit. ~ 

Stop "vacthing 1”? returned he half-. 
breed. ‘‘I’m after you, Klondike Kit, 
an’ you’ll never get across this canyon, if 
I die for it!’’ . 

Kit had never seen the man before, 
and wondered what could be the motive 
for his murderous intentions. 

But he had no time to think the 
niatter over. : 

In an instant more and the human 
form in the swinging rope chair would 
the force of a steam- 


strike him with 
engine. 

Bill emitted a groan of horror and 
closed his eves. 

When he opened them again, - there 
was a terrible vibration of the cable, and 
he saw that Kit liad been knoeked clear 
out of his chair and that the empty seat 
was plunging wildly back to its starting 
point. . 

Kit, However: had managed to catch 
the triangular loop of rope that held the 


half-breed. 


His antagonist was standing up in the 


chair, clutching the ‘rope cable and 
stamping upon Kit’s hands in a fierce 
attempt to beat him off and hurl him to 
the depths of the gorge. 

For an instant only the youth bore tlvis 
terrific treatment and then, with cat-like 
agility, he swung himself up over the 
board seat directly under the half-breed. 

‘Then came an instant’s pause, fol- 


lowed by a furious grapple. 


It was evident that- Kit’s antagonist / 
was no match for the youth, and _ the fel-. 


low realized this fully. 
Clutching his knife between his teeth, 
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he moved his head back and forth side- 
ways, with the edge of the blade against 


one of the ropes supporting the seat. 
His object was apparent. ; 


Seeing how hopeless was the struggle, 


he was endeavoring to cast both himself 
and Kit into the frightful depths of the 
gorge. It was impossible for Kit to pre- 


vent the cutting of the rope, but he took 


immediate procautions to meet the dis- 
aster that was sure to come. 

As has been said, the chair hung ina 
V-shape with the wooden seat at. the 
widest part and the flanged wheel at the 
upper point. 

The rope passed through two augur 
holes at each end of the seat. 3 

The cutting of one side of the rope 


would, of course, throw that end down 


and allow the seat to slip through the 


augur-holes, and drop. 

Not only this, but the sudden throw'ng 
of all] weight on one side of the flanged 
wheel would drag it from the cable. 

Unless he could clutch the cable before 
the half-breed the 
strands, Kit knew perfectly well that he 


severed hempen 
was doomed. 

Bottleneck Bill danced around on the 
brink of the gorge in a perfect agony of 
apprehension. *5 

Then an idea suddenly struck him and 
he sprang into the chair that had come 
dashing back after the collison and began 
hauling himself rapidily out to Kit’s 
rescue. ag 
‘ But the crisis was reached before he 
could come within a dozen feet of his 
friend. 

Kit had snbed: hand-over-hand up 


the rope opposite the one heh thé half 
breed was sawing in two and when ae 
strands were finally separated he suc- 
ceeded in getting a hand on the cable. 
And there he hung while his antago 
nist, with a wild yell, went plunging to 
an awful fate on the rocks below. 


“Hold tight, Kit!” shouted Bill; ee 


be with youina brace of shakes.”’ 

Bill did not reach the youth an eset: 
too soon, for Kit was tuckered out and | 
could only drop into the seat beside Bill 


and clutch the rope to steady himself. _ 


The chair, holding its double load 


was pulled slowly across by Bill. fae 
Two-thirds of the aerial path was suc- 
cessfully covered when a triumphant yell 
was borne to the ears of Bill and Kit and 
carried their immediate attention to the. 


farther brink. 


There stood a devoid man, bending 
over the cable with a hatchet™1in his hand. 

‘Take your choice, Klondike Kit!” — 
shouted the man. ‘“‘Rither go back or go. 
to the bottom, after the half-breed.’’ 


The pee lifted the hatchet and stood — 4 


watching the two men in the rope chair. 
Bill stopped his advance and waited for 
word from Kit. ; F 
“What does this murderous attack 
cried Kit. 


public use, and we have the right ‘to 


mean??? “This cable is for 


cross it.’? 


— 


‘You're Gonstet aya s chum, I know 
that blained well. 
into hot water and you’re going to_ help _ 


He has got himself _ 


him out. This affair is none of your busi-— | 
ness, and if you don’t go back and prom- — 
ise to leave Courtenay alone I'll drop. 
both of you like a thousand of brick. | 


PATRIOTIC EMBLEMS GIVEN AWAY—SEE PAGE 32. 
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mean it. This is a débnerits gaine, and 
we’re ani the cards for all they’re 
worth!) = . 

You gan. bed my life dot vas no 
shoke,’’? came a phonographic voice, off 
to the right. _ ““T yas in dot leedle game, 
doo, mine friendt. Ihaf der drop mit 
gon ‘und if you don’t make some tracks I 
* vill plow you py der middle of last veek. 
Skoo fly! Git oudt! Dont shtop to say 
goot- =by. 9 : . 

Karl Schnapps was seen to be leaning 
over a rock not more than $ix feet away 
from the man with the hatchet. 

His elbows rested on the bowlder and 


-a revolver flashed in each of his hands. 


The man with the hatchet was stag- 
“gered, : 


He dropped back half a step. ene: 


at the Dutchman. 
‘‘T haf drawn some beads on you und I 


am ready to open; der ball. Vill you 


dance, or vill you bromenade?”’ 


The man with the hatchet conéluded 


to ‘promenade, and he vanished with an 
oath that would have staggered a pirate. ES 


hoa AE on IV. 


THK ACE OF peat oun BOUT WITH 
‘BOWIES—A'TTACKED BY CHINKS. « — 


‘(How it vas, eh??? asked the Dutch- 
man, as his two: friends stepped from the 
rope chair to the ground in safety. 

Tt was a slick piecey of work, Karl,”’ 


“replied Kit, heartily, ‘‘and you came to 
the scratch in elegant style.’’ 


_“Schnapps,’’ admitted Bill, ‘‘you’re 
-not so big a puddin’ as you look.”? 


_ Puddm'? Who vasa puddin’? Call 
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me dot some more und I t’row you dot 
Clif over? 70 

‘‘Hold up,’’? put in Kit, nipping the 
incipient quarrel in the bud. ‘‘Can you 
lead us to Courtenay, Karl ?’’ 

“Tt vas imbossible. ”? 

‘But Courtenay’s letter said that you 
knew where we could find hiin.”’ 

“Dot vas it—I can do dot.” 


“Then go on.”’ 


=?<*Vell, it can’t pe did.”’ 


‘‘What do you mean??? 

“Dot's vat I haf been dryin’ do get at. 
Look vat I haf lere!’** 

The Dutchman held up a playing card. - 

It was the ace of clubs. 

One corner of the card was torn off. 

The opposite corner was bent down. 

‘Where did you get that ?’’ 

“It vas left for me py Courtenay. I _ 
went for dot yoost so soon as efer I got : 
der gulch ofer.’’ 

‘‘Does it mean anything?’ 

**Vell, I bed you.”’ 

He pointed to the torn corner.. 

‘‘Dot means, I haf been daken~ bris- 
oner.’’ 

Then he pointed to the corner that was 
folded over. ; 


‘‘Und dot means, I been dook to Hen- 
derson’s cabin.”’ 

‘(You had that code of signals arranged 
before you left Phil to come for me?’ 

«So ve did, 


“You can lead us to Henderson’s 
place ?”’ . 
‘‘As shtrait as can pe.’’ sates 


‘Then forge ahead.’’ 
~It-was getting dark rapidly, but Karl 
seemed perfectly familiar with the rough 
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ainong the rocks and finally halted them 


behind a pile of bowlders. ~ me 
“Ve vas now yoost pefore dot glaim 


vat Henderson call der ‘Habby 
Heathen’.”’ 
‘““Happy Heathen!’’ exclaimed Bill. 


~ “6Cood name for a claim.”? 


‘He calls it-that, I suppose,’ sug- 
gested Kit, ‘‘because he works it witha 
dozen Chinamen. I understand that Hen- 
derson isa regular-mule-driver and lashes 


his Chinks about as he would a pack of 


-hounds.”’ z 


s “Vell, 
house is glose pefore dis bunch of rocks, 


however it vas, Henderson’s 
und dere vas Henderson, I bed you, und 
Courtenay, und some more. Ye ‘vould pe 
some big chays if we run in on all dose 
Chinamen, und dot’s vat I speak to you.”’ 
Karl,’’ replied Kit. 


‘(Vou and Bill remain here while I creep 


“Vou’re right, 


out aud do a little investigating. If I fire 
three shots in rapid succession, come to 
my assistance. On uo condition leave tlrs 
place unless I summon you.” 

Stealthily rounding. the point of bowl- 
ders, Kit found himself overlooking a 
log hut that was backed up against a side 


“hill. 


A. cautious reconnaisance, at close 
quarters, showed that the windows of the 
cabin were closed with stout oak shutters. 

It would seem from this that there was 


no one in the cabin, but a glimmering 


jight shone through the chinks and Kit 


saw the muzzles of half-a-dozen rifles 
frowning through small port-holes along 
the sides. 5; te 


This gave the house a pene pia appear- 
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| Se and led Kit and Bill in and out 


~~, 


ance, and the youth wondered what. ‘it. 
could mean. aes ; 

There was a way to investigate the 
situation which seraned to Kit quite. 


os 


feasible. > 


By climbing the hill at the rear of the 
cabin he could easily reach the roof.” 


A little careful work on top ought to . 


open up a peep-hole that would afford © 


him an unobstructed view of the interior _ 


of the house. F 


To put this plan into execution was 

but the work of a few mounients. E 
The roof of the house was built like 

most roofs in the northern gold fields. 
First caine a thatch of brush and over 


this a layer of earth. 


As Kit crept slowly forward, holding 
his knife in his hand and looking fora 


bare spot which he could attack, an acci-> 


dent happened and it happened so quickly 
that it took his breath. f 


The roof gave way beneath his weighit 


and he dropped through it into the eabin, 
accompanied by a shower of dried twigs 
and earth. 7 


- 


As luck would have it, he alighted on 
his feet. 


The room in which Kit thus unex- 


pectedly found himself embraced the 


whole interior of the cabin. 


In one end of the room was a table < 


with two spluttering candles burning in 
the necks of bottles. | 


+ 


There seemed to be but two men in the = 


place. 


One of them had oe See ff titer 


table but had started up at Kit’s astound- _ 


ing appearance, | hs Hinge eh 
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ai Cie was Gate 
, “wore a full beard. ee aS 
“The other nan was lying on a bunk— 
in fact; he was as strapped to it and unable | 
o- toe. <5 pS 


A quick glance cowe. 


powerfully puilt and - 


oy bunk as- 


_ iam, Courtenay. ~~ 

atit ‘“’Thunderation ! ' muttered Chirthis: 
“Kit, old chap, this is tough luck.””__ 
eee gl tell you about that later, Phil, $e 
replied Kit,as he faced the other oceu- 


pant of the room. % aes 


Ose ~ “Dowt know ae ee ye?” said the big 
3 nan, with a vicious laugh. 
mF : . “No 92° 
Pah > ’ 


your 


reply, 
not particular 


was the calm “and, 
‘Se ie from Pm 
ae whether I ever know. you.’ 
ie Ne re blame 


Boe seems to mé, fer a chap what’s jest 


Jooks, 


iT ghty partic’ lar, 

dropped into a trap”’ 

aa “Vou will have to convince ine, first, 

| : that it is a trap.’’ opts 

“yp 1] do thiat purty pronto. 

~  jnterjuce myself, Sim Henderson is my 

naine, pardner, an’ thar ain’t a inan on 

the Klondike that can, do me up with 

bowies, barkers or plain dukes.” 

” “How many men have you tried ??? 


nie.’ 


Dm looking for men of your calibre, 
Henderson,’ remarked Kit, quietly. 
ae 2 “TT reckon this is a case of can’t help 
3.16 ~-yerself, A sneered Hendersun. “So you’re 
the young ADE Sk 2 a they call 
“Klondike Kit?” 
4pm 'the whippersnapper. ” 
“Why, I could: eat you: in about two 


% 


‘chaws.’ retell 


~ KLONDIKE KIT WEEKLY. 


sured Kit «that the prisoner ffl his old . 


Fust Pl" 


tea Icould get to stand up ferninst 
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I came here 
Now that I've found 
him, Im going to take him away with 


Then you'd better do it. 
to find, Courtenay. 


Me ss 
“Tf you can do me you can take Hint 
an’ welcome. Thats all. Do me.an’ he’s 
WOULS: Coe | 
Henderson had edged around between 
Kit and the bunk. Se 


“T call that defi, Henderson!” said 


Kit, sternly. 


‘Tien how’ll you have it—knives, 


guns‘or fists??? 


-Tt’s immaterial to me.”’ é 
“Then draw your sticker.”’ 
Henderson’s reputation had reached 

Kit. He knew he was ainan of shady 

reputation, as ready to rob a sluice box 

or to shoot a man as to eat a meal. 
Kit also knew that he would have to 


Henderson in order to save 


overcome 
Courtenay. 
Without a word he threw off his fur 
parkie and the short coat of marmot skin 
underneath it. 
Rolling up the ‘sleeves of his heavy 
undershirt, he bared his sinewy nght 


arm to the elbow. : 

“Then he possessed himself of his bowie, 
twitched a handkerchief from about lis 
neck and wound it tightly about his fore- 
ari. : 

He was ready. 

All the time he had been making these 
preparations he had not taken his eyes off 
his antagonist, who was also deed at in 
a business-like way. . 

‘Siar? warned Courtenay, “don’t you 
know that Henderson is a master-hand 
with a knife.”? ey 


as a6 ae 2 


4 


eo gah Millage teal St ies nA Ee SS 8d POPE Se eR 
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% 


“Do you remember anything about 1 my... 
bowie-play, Phil?” returned Kit. | 
‘*T remeinber all about it.” 

“Then keep your eye on me me don't 
lose your nerve.’? 

The _ easy confidence and cool self- 
possession of the young gold-hunter could 
only come from long familiarity with the 


weapon that Colonel Bowie made famous 


in the old Texan days. 

Stripped as he was, the lithe, agile 
form of Kit Cummings could be seen iti 
its full perfection. \ 


Every movement Ne graceful, easy, 


decided. 


He fastened his hawk-like glance on 


‘Henderson’s eyes,'‘and kept it there .at 


every move in the game. 

“Now, then,’’ muttered Henderson; 
‘‘do yer picking!’ 
They started at a rush for each other. 
Henderson struck a sweeping blow at 


the breast. ~ 


Kat caught it deftly on the hilt of his». the swishing -blade to cut the air harm~_ 7 


bowie, and there was a clash and the red 
light of a spark as steel met steel. 

They. separated and dashed past, 
changing positions. 3 : 

Kit was now close to the bunk. 

A flash of his blade and it had cut one 
of the leather straps that secured Cour- 
tenay. 

“Blast ye !’? gritted Henderson. ‘‘Can’t 
ye fight fair ?’’ 

‘“'There’ll be a fair fight so long as you 
don’t try any treachery,’’ replied Kit. 
‘‘Courtenay will keep his hands off.’’ 

“Ym through playin’ with you,’’ and 
with that the enraged Henderson leaped 
forward. 


—_. 


. he pale candle-light caught the swittly= 
-- moving weapons, then a clash, clash, 


Potaes met again ; there was a glitter as 


clash in quick succession audsa knife | 
mace hurtling clear to the other side hs 
the cabin. Oe } ae a 

So deftly. I tly had Kit by disarmed his oppo- 
nent, that “the latter was» “mystified Se 
stood staring at the youth, clinching and . 
unclinching his brawny hands as though 
finding it hard to believe that the andle 
of the knife-was. not still between his 


~ 


fingers, 


ey gaeean lt ccead Kit, ‘doftly.. : 
drawing off and* slitting the last strap: 


that bound Courtenay to the bed. ‘‘Pick 
it up again, Hendersen, and come to the 


.seratch,’’ 


ean ~ 


r 


With an oath, Hetiderson bounded to * 


his knife, picked it up and ran to the 
table, making a vicious lunge at Kit as 


he passed. 
A quick. dodge on Kit’s part. licwes 


Jessly above his head. Hi ‘ 


‘Look out for him, ” warned Cont Z 


tenay, springing from the bunk ; ‘he 
means treachery !”’ 
, 


And so Henderson did, for an instant 
later he snuffed out the candles and left 
the room in utter darkness. ‘ : 

‘Grab a chair, Phil!’’ shouted Kit: 


‘knock him down! You can’t chance « a 


ue 


knife 1 in the darkness. ee ets 


There followed a fall of heavy Regen 


and a crash at the door as it flew open. 
Against the lighter background of the 


night outside, Henderson’s big form could 
be seen lumbering away into the shadows. 


‘“A coward!’ said Kit, derisively. 


YOU SHOULD GET A WAR BADGE AT ONCE. - Os aK hie 


Yasue | 


fer 


EEE wae ar ea eee 


’ - ie ot Lie Le ‘+ 
Les Zs UR gen egy eS ote 
SS ~ q ah | a a me 7 


rn 
‘ — 
ae 


—— nn 
a) 

* Fa 

—_ ’ 


~~ 


ee 


¢ 
£2 we. = 


‘ 


AO Aire Asie 6 TREE 
« see Ayaaasics 


5 SY “ie DA yee’ 


, 
a4 * 


. “Light the candles, quick! 


-wolves,’’ went on Courtenay. 


“ae 


“That. fellow isn’t built are for a 
pentose 8605 2- | "5 

The words were hardly nat of Kit's 
mouth when Courtenay sprang | to the’ 
door, shut it with a _ bang and’ dropped a” 
heavy bar Across it. 

‘He didn’t. run away because he was 


afraid of you, Kit, but because there’s” 


something else in the wind.’ es 
~ "What else dh | 
“Tisten !?? > ap) 


A hoarse, low sound as of several voices 


» ® mingling in a kind of chaut was borne to 


their'eats; ~ — | 5 V aie 
“What's that?’ asked Kit. 

There’ll 

be hot times here in just about two min- 

utes.’? - eG 


- Kit was nonplussed, but he carried out 


his friend’s suggestion. 
‘‘Now,’’ he asked, 
wind ?”? f 
‘Henderson’ s coolies have unde on 


‘‘what’s- in the 


chim,”? replied Courtenay. ‘‘There’s a 


strike on, and it’sa lot one. See those 
guns??? —,, 


He motioned along the walls of the 
room and Kit observed that there were 
several rifles supported by frames, their 
inuizzles peering out through portholes, 

‘The poor devils of Chinks have been 


abused by their rufhan employer until 


they have turned at bay like a pack of 
‘They 
struck about an hour ago, and chased 
Henderson in here. He has been antici- 


pating trouble for some time and had 


taken precautions to, meet it by turning 


this log house into a fort.’’ 
‘‘He protected everything but the 


Spain in the Eagle's Claws is Our “ Now Will You Be Good” Button—See Page 32. 


swered. 
-there’s a tough tussle ahead of us. 
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roof,’? returned Kit, looking up at the 


hole through which he had fallen. ‘‘I 


don’t believe the Chinks will attack us, 


however. They ought to know we’re 


- friends,’’ 


‘We're white, and that settles it. In 


their frenzy, they’ll do us as quick as 


they’ll do Henderson.”’ 


said Kit. 
“‘T have two friends waiting out there 
behind a pile of bowlders. 


‘Our force is small, Phil,’’ 


Your man, 
Schnapps, by the way, is one of them.’’ 
Phil laughed, but the laugh was cut 


short by,a sudden and furious attack on 


the door. 


“Too late to get them now,”’ he an- 


‘’The Chinks: are here and 


Thay 
are frenzied to the pitch of despair, and 
are nore like demons than meun.’’ 
“Well,’? returned Kit, 
hand, old fellow. I haven’t had a chance 


‘Shere’s amy 


to shake your fin or find out what the 
gaie is you're playing. i 

tl t's.£8 
Courtenay, shaking Kit’s 


responded 
“and I'll 
put you onto it at the first opportunity ; 


swift lay-out,’’ 


hand, 


~ but just now——”’ 


Siz-z-z-z—Crash ! 
A burst of reddish 
‘iatant before the eyes of the two fri ends, 


fire flashed for an 


and Courtenay’s words were drowned in 


-¢ 


a terrific roar. 


The cabin shook in every timber, and 
the door was blown into the room in 
splinters. 

‘“Dynamited!’’ cried Kit, 
the threshold; 


leaping to 
“they've blown in the 


door !’’ 


‘Shoulder to shoulder, old man,” 


wi 

tS. 

i 
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yelled Courtenay, dashing’ to his chum’? s 


side. ‘This reminds me of old times!”’ 


- 


CHAPTER V. 


THE CHUMS AND THE CHINKS—KIT’S 
RUSE-——THE ACE . OF. CLUBS” ONCE 
MORE. 

In a twinkling the two friends found 
themselves at fisticuffs with a buncu of 
gibbering celestials. f 

There were some brawny men among 
the coolies—big fellows who had shov- 
eled gravel and packed wood until their 
muscles had become like steel. | 

But they had no science. oaag 


Kit and Phil played deftly on their 


juge bodies and succeeded in keeping 


the surging rabble at bay. 


It was clearly evident, however, that 


force of numbers would tell in the end, 


aud as Kit struck out to left and right, 
his eyes swept about him in an attempt 
to locate a point for a bit of strategy. 
Two coolies, sttiined to insensibility, 
had dropped in front of the two youths, 
and the remainder of the attacking force 


withdrew a few steps to plan an attack 


ftom another quarter. 
“Grab one of those Chinks, Phil, Ki 
panted Kit, ‘‘and drag him in 9 


“ here was no tiine for explanations, 


but Phil knew Kit of old, and was satis- 
fied that he was up to some characteristic 
TUuse. 

The coolies' were hustled across the 
threshold, and Kit pushed what was left 
of the door back into place, propping it 
ip with a log of wood taken from a pile 


of fuel in one corner of the room. 


' An ominous silence reigned without. 


‘his canvas bloomers. ’? 


£. 


phat ‘stillness means - Foo: re. ) 


oF € et < 


marked Phil, 
“The mischief will tava to fall pretty — 


suddenlyif it hits us, Pan,” ake 


Kit. “Strip,your coolie! - Put on that 
egg-shell hat of his, his blue Mest aS 


¥ 


Phil laughed. i 
He was working under high pressure, 
but he enjoyed this little touch of excite 


ment, 


The silence outside-was still unbroken 
as the two friends finished their trans- 
formation act and were ready for a.dash 
at liberty in their Chink disguise. 

In daylight their trick would have inden 
quickly discovered; but at “night: there 
was more than an even chance that they 
would prove successful. | ae 

Kit picked up his parkie and marmot 


skin undercoat and, just as Courtenay 


pushed the prop away from the splintered 4 


door, yells were heard on thie roof, and 
ball after ball of tow, soaked in oil and — 
lighted, began dropping into the room. 

‘Not an instant too soon,’’ muttered 
Kit. ‘‘Off we go, Phil!’ 

They sprang out of the cabin and 
dashed with chattering cries through the 
ranks of ainazed Chinamen. 
~ Not a hand was lifted to stop them. 

At first, the coolie strikers appeared to 
think that their two companions had out- 
witted ‘'Boss Henderson,’’ whom “they 
hated with alla heathen’s animosity, and 
they were inclined to applaud the act. 

But the actions. of their =didlica 


friends’ amazed _ thein, and | finally there 
came a shout from the blazing cabin, 
~ announcing the trick. | 
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rounded up, panting and breathless, be- 


hind the breastwork of bowlders where 
Bill and the Dutchman jhiad been left. 


‘‘Bravo!’* ex¢laimed Courtenay. ‘‘We 
gave them the slip in crack style.’’ - 
‘*Paor chaps!’? muttered Kit. ‘‘We 


could have saved ourselves all that trouble 
by using revolvers, but I’m in with them 
in their fight against Henderson. They 

have my sympathies, and 1 didn’t want 
to injure them.’ 


‘‘My feelirgs toa T. “Henderson is a 
slave-driver, and the Northwest mounted 
police ought to take him in hand.”? 


‘‘He’ll get to tle end of his rope sooner 
or later. But here we ate at the place 
where I left Bill and Karl and they are 

Bes not to be seen. Hello, what’s this?” 
Er ; “ A white object was lying at Kit’s feet. 
He stooped down and picked it up and 

gave a low laugh as he saw what it was. 

“It’s the message you left for Karl,’ 
‘‘He probably dropped 


the card out of his pocket.’? — 
‘e . ae would have been a careless 
E* -tri®k,?” -said Courtenay, “and entirely 
- unlike Dutchy. Let me see the card, 
Kit.” 
Kit handed it to ate noticing, as 


\| explained Kit. 


he did so, that another corner was torn 
off and that it had a crease through the 
middle. y 


‘Is it another message ?”’ asked Kit. 
That torn 
corner means that they nave been taken 


‘ i in.” 


‘**By whout?? pm 


““That’s exactly what it is. 


- WAR BUTTONS AND BADGES FREE—SEE PAGE 32. 
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It was then too late, however, to stop— 
the fleeing white men and Kit and Phil 


‘‘Henderson and his overseer, Bol- 
iver.?? 

“Does the card tell you anything 
else ?”’ 

‘Ves: 
at Boliver’s hole-in-the-ground. Hen- 
derson is trying the same scheme with 
them that he did with me.’’ 

“What is this*hole in the ground: 2? 

ee - blow-out i in the hill-side where he 
caches himself, like a wolf in its bur- 
row.’’ 

“A peculiar kind of a home, it seems 
to me; but if Bill and Karl aie in dan- 


ger, _ us lose no time in going “to. their 


rescue.’ 


‘““That’s the idea, Kit. We cannot act 
too quickly. Follow me, but be cautious. 


We inust take no chances of running up 


against those wild coolies.”’ 
Without 
friends drifted away into the darkness. 


pausing longer, 


—_ ~ 


CHAPTER. VI. 


‘COURTENEY SPINS HIS YARN—LOCATING 


BOLIVER—THE CLIFF-DWELLER. 


As Courtenay led the way along the 
base of Vulture Hill, both he and Kit 
could hear the Chinainen scurrying about 
them but they fortunately escaped detec- 
tion. 

At last Courtenay came to a halt be- 
neath the almost perpendicular face of a 
cliff. 

~The cliff was very high and rugged. 

Kit was able to discover this in spite 
of the darkness. 

‘*Well,’’ he asked, 
ping here for, Phil?” 


‘‘what are we stop- 


it tells ine that I will find them 


the two 


NES LE ee RT RRL Se EE Ce EE Re 9 yee ea ee = 
ee eee alae Te eee 


Le ae <n 


Seg RH OPEN, 


$22 5e 


SEAS eine oe A 


= 


‘‘You might as well sit down and make 
yourself comfortable,’’. was the reply. 
‘(We'll have to wait for it.”’ | 

‘Wait for what?” 

‘’The music.”? 

‘“‘Alave you gone crazy, Phil? What 
kind of music are we going to hear?” 

“The rankest kind,” laughed Phil. 
‘‘Boliver plays the bass- viol and. can’t be 
choked off. If we wait long enough we'll 
‘hear it and be able to locate his roosting- 
place.’? oy tine 

“While we’re waiting,’’ said Kit, ea 
might make mé acquainted with the lay- 
out. I’m going it blind, now, ina kind 
of sway. th: : 

‘(This is as good a time as any to tell 
you what brought me here,’’ replied 
Courtenay, ‘‘and I might as well cut 
loose. ‘The fact of the matter is, I’m 
looking for a little girl ?”? 

“Little girl?’’ echoed Kit. 

‘That's it, strange as it may seein. 
She’s about six years old and her name is 
Clara Bradley.”’ 

‘Why do you wish to find her?” 

‘‘She is an orphan and there is a large 
fortune standing in her namie. Her father 


: 


was a rich mine owner at Helena, Mon- 


tana. In a_ nutshell, the 
this: 

‘Tf little Clara Bradley should die, or 
should disappear with all evidences point- 
ing to her death, all her wealth would go 
to Zeke Bradley, her uncle and her 
father’ s brother. ay 

‘(Zeke Bradley is a rascal and he hired 
a notorious character known as Professor 
Bumm to abduct the little girl.” 


Kit pricked up his ears at this. 


situation is 


_ KLONDIKE. KIT WEEKLY. x 
ne ucts this man, Bumm, a hypnotist » . 


‘GIVE YOUR GIRL AN AMERICAN FLAG HAT PIN—SEE PAGE 32, 


| Yes, Why? Have you seen him? Te ; 
“Pye seen him, Phil,’’ answered Kit, 


thoughtfully. ‘But go on with your 


story.’’ 
‘‘Well, by means of an Schnapps, 


whom I picked up in Helena, I was able 
to follow Bumm to Seattle, then to St. 
Michaels and so on up the Yukon to Daw- 


») > 


son. 

“It is a peculiar-thing that he should xz : 
bring the little girl away up into this gi 
corner of the world,”’ commented Kit. a 

“SoI thought; until I found out that Be 

je was working a see in connection Re ’ 
with Sim Henderson.’ a “Be 

‘“*What part does Henderson ae et 2 Be. 

‘(Henderson is an enemy of Zeke Brad- Bi a 
ley’s, and believes he can get money out 4 
of Bradley and a whole lot of revenge if se 


he can once get his hands on the little. . 
girl. He’s playing a desperate game, and 
intends to win. As for Bumm, it’s an all 
day job with him whichever way the cat 
jumps. He has committed murder, and 
he’ll hang if the Jaw ever nips him. A 
detective, aso Schnapps tells me, is) 
camped on his trail.” ae 
“Vow re right,’’? said Kit, ‘‘this is a. 
peculiar combination. Have you come up 
with Bumm since you began following 


him ???  § 
; rae | FS 
‘‘We had an encounter in which te a 
knocked me out ina way that makes me oa % 
ashamed of myself. He put metosieep, | 
took my guns and it took me half a day Ro 
to pull myself together after I woke up. 
As a hypnotist, he’s a marvel. © He and 
Sim Henderson used to travel together, I 


understand, giving exhibitions. © First, ee. 2 
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<2... would box a few rounds with ‘‘Good boy!’’ said Kit, catching his 
umm and then Bumm would put Hen-  chum’s hand. 


7 derson to sleep, and put him through a Now that Courtenay had Cub reninad le 
a— lot of tricks that never failed to draw a himself, he wanted to go on, but a weird 

| 2 big audience. ‘That is how they became sound, at this juncture, came echoing 
EE acquainted, But I’m at sea regarding one toward them through the gloom and both 

4 2 thing.” the friends started to their feet. 

a ; Waa’ s that, Phil ist _, Lhe sound was a wail, a groan, a spasm 
+e The whereabouts of the little girl, o¢ concentrated distress mixed up with a 

a | When f. met: Bum she wast-to with <i. cave of discords. 

) Bia 7 “Great blazes!’ muttered Kit. ‘‘That’s 


“Did Bumm havea parce. rocker when 


a regular tom-cat chorus with a few coy- 
you saw him??? 


ote yelps thrown into help it out.”’ 


: “Yes, Said he was trying to introduce ‘(Do you wonder the Chinamen struck 
if it on the Klondike,”’ when their overseer is capable of a thing 
o§ _ “Did you ever see him wash out any like that??? queried Courtenay. =‘ 
ot _ gold with it?” ‘‘But where does it come from ?”’ 

c= ‘*No.”? . . ‘Prom every possible direction. Did 

§ ‘‘Did any one else ever see him?’ you ever run up against such chunks of — ‘ 
a ae ‘*Not that I know of.’’ melody before ?”’ 
1 3 “Well,” said Kit, “let us once come Kit did not answer, but caught Courte- 
5 _ up with the professor and his patent nay swiftly about the neck and dragged 
a | rocker again, and I’ produce the little jim down until both were lying flat on 

, 5 girl.” the rocks. 

) ‘*You’re a phenomenon if you do.”’ “What's up??? whispered Phil. 
‘Oh, no; merely a good guesser. But **Are your eyes good in the darkness ?”’ 

» ho look here, Phil. I’m at sea, too, in re- returned Kit in the same low tone. 

i gard to one thing. Have you made a ‘J can see fairly well.” 

plunge into the sleuth business : dal (ON pen ook ahead=_watch and listen!) 

4 ele : Low, gibbering voices fell on their ears. 
> What do you get for finding the little At the same instant, the dark forms of 

7 & gir] ??’ two coolies upstarted from behind a 
oe . “Not a soo.”’ fringe of rocks, less than a dozen feet 

+ Bee ‘*Nothing in it at all for you ?”’ away. 

§ “I didn’t say that,’’ and Courtenay Boliver’s bass-viol had an attraction for 
_ coughed and looked embarrassed. the Chinamen as well as for Kit and Phil. 
— ‘Well, go on,’’ urged Kit. ‘I’m Standing near the base of the cliff, the 
waiting.?” S celestials stopped their chattering and 
‘‘You see, Kit,;’? went on Courtenay, looked upward. 

slowly, ‘‘I took a liking to a young lady Then they put up their hands and one 
down at Helena, and she’s a cousin of of them could be seen to rise into thie air 

4 this little Clara Bradley, and she told me _ above his companion’s head. 

2 e if I would bring Clara back she would— “What's he doing ?’’ whispered Phil. 

ae er—become Mrs. rae ake So, now, ‘‘Climbing a rope,’’ replied Kit. : 

Fe you have it.’ ~~ < | ae | ea see any rope.””? 
ay ce ~ OLD GLORY BAD ES AS PREMIU. MS—SEE PAGE 32. 
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corp) s ‘too dark for you to see it. You’ve 
got things a little mlxed, Phil.”? 
- “Tn what way ?”’ 

“Why, instead of being a hole in the 


ground, Boljiver’s den is a hole in the 


wall. He’s a cliff-dweller.’’ 


“‘By thunder, I believe you’re right.’’ 


‘With that tip, can’t you locate thie 
sound of that bass-viol, now ?”’ 

Mhasily.”? 

“Are you a good hand at Sdlstagte 3 a 
rope ??’ 

““Tip- -top. ”) 

‘That Chinaman has dropte doar, 
now. We’ll make a double knock-out of 
itand climb up in place of the two 
strikers.”? 


- 


“Tm ready when you give the word. Ae 

““Then forward !”? 

They sprang up and dashed upon the 
two coolies. 

Kit downed his man at Phil’s Chink 
had a head of iron and declined to be 
tuinbled over. | 

The blow he received staggered him, 
but he caught his wind and was off in a 
trice. | 


‘(We'll have -to do some rapid work,”’ 
said Kit, ‘‘if we locate Boliver’s joint be- 
fore that runaway coolie gets back here 
with some of his nies. Follow me as 
quickly as you can.’ 

The rope hung ie. down froma 
point above, not visible in the darkness. 


Kit caught it and began hauling him- 


self upward. 

Assoon as he had climbed a dozen 
feet, Phil began the ascent. 

It was a difficult task and called for 
every ounce of strength the two friends~ 
possessed. 


Suddenly they heard the takers nclow: 
them. 
Then a new element of danger threat-. 
ened, for the coolies, grabbing the. lower 
end of the rope, would pull it. with its 


living See far out how the rocky, side 
of the cliff and then let it go. 


The effect was to dash Kit and Phil : 


furiously against the stones. Z 


Kit clung firmly but Courtenay was _ 


almost knocked from his hold. 
~Confound the rat-eaters!’’ 
Phil; ‘‘they came mighty near knocking 
my spine clear through the top of my 
head.’? | 

‘“They’re hauling us out again,’’ re- 


turned Kit, ‘‘about three times as far, 


this time. I’m opposite a landing place, 
but can’t reach it because they have 
pulled me away. oer up here with me 
before they let go.”’ 

Phil scrambled up to his chum and 
they hung there together for a second, 
then the Chinamen released their hold 
and they went plunging at the side of 
the cliff—apparently. 


In reality, however, it was not 50, for. 


the two friends were directly opposite a 
small shelf of rock. | 

The momentum of their swing carried 
them over this small plateau, or bit of 
rock, and against a board door that gave 
way with a crash. _ 


_ Jn a second they were landed in a eee | 


in the centre of Boliver’s den. 

There were several people in the place, 
and the surprise was quite mutual. 

It proved rather disagreeable, as well. 


a 


CHAPTER VII. 


. 


KIT PLAYS THE BASS-VIOL—TRAPPED— 
CHOKED WITH GUNPOWDER. 


The den which Boliver inhabited was 


not a freak of nature. 


Originally it was a quartz seam in the 
solid rock, at least twenty feet in width. 


The quartz, however, was of a decom-. 
posed order, and very soft. _ 
Ages ‘ago, Indians had pikes, at the. 


IT'S EASY TO GET A WAR BADGE—SEE PAGE 32. 
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sean with their primitive. implements From all he could see, the realization 
and had dug along it deep into the cliff. was forced upon him that he and Phil 
Like the ~ cliff-dwellings -of their were face to face with a ‘serious turn_of 
Arizona and New Mexico brothers, this affairs. | 
-eyrie was used as a refuigé~ when pursued ‘6 Von?ve got. a bad habit, Klondike 
‘by overpowering numbers of their foes. = Kit,” said Henderson, ‘‘of comin’ in on 
Boliver discovered it’ and, as‘it suited people » without announcin’ — yerself. 
his wild fancy, he took possession of it. Taint perlite.” 
_ There was another reason, too, for his 
Jocating in this niche in the rocks. : 


‘‘l¥m not standing on ceremony any — 


. vf OCKS. ____-_ while I’m up in this end of the woods,”?, 
Threats had been made against his life replied Kit, making a garb at the bass 


by the exasperated coolies, and he viol and catching it by the neck. 

~ thought he was perfectly safe in his den “Drop that!’ commanded Boliver; 
“biter he had reached it and pulled up his “yoy might bust a string.” 

rope ladder. ~*~ | 


a F 


” : fee *‘T’in going to play a tune on it if you 
It had never occurred to him that a fellows will give me the chance.” 


- rope might be suspended from the top of “Youn don’t play no tune on my inster- 

the cliff in such a manner as to fall down ment! Drop it, or I'll Sec va piece a. 
“past the entrance to his hole in the wall. 4.4) inter you.” 

Yet this is precisely what ‘the coolies 
had done in thé present instance. 
~ “Kit and Phil were up like a flash after 
their abrupt and unexpected plunge into. 
Boliver’s burrow. ; 

Boliver was the man who had tried to 
use the hatchet on the rope cable—Kit 
recognized him in an instant. 


He had dropped his bass-viol in sur- A howl of rage went up from the on- 
prise, and was clutching ata dagger i in Jookers, and Henderson drew his revolver 


~~ 


his belt. ~ 3 “ ; _ as he shouted: 


At his side stood Sim Henderson, grin- “Cave, you fellers, or we’ll make 
ning fiendisily. mince-meat of you!”? 

The professor might have been actively A staggering blow on the point of his — 
_ dangerous, at this juncture, but for the chin compelled him to bite his words 
fact that he was too drunk to exercise his _ short. 
alae powers. . The blow was delivered by Kit, who 

All the inen had been drinking from a had been waiting for the opportunity. 
keg on the table, but they had not yet ar- “See followed. it up with a left-hander 
tived at the helpless condition | of the dealt in that portion of the breast from 
Hypnotist. 0 e , = which a million of nerves radiate, : -and 

Kit threw his « eyes swiftly about the which is known as the ‘‘solar plexus. ”’ 
sugar? Ree aon Ad ss Henderson collapsed in his tracks. 

~The chamber was’ about twenty feet Meantime Phil had not been idle. 
square, with a rough-hewn passage, two He- engaged every one ‘else in the 
or three asst ekg wig off. it at the chamber whom he‘could get his hands on. 
back. Sg: Odi! Ew, But revolvers had begun to crack and 


‘GET A COLLECTION OF WAR BADGES PEE EETTONG 


er 


-Boliver yanked- out his knife. and 
sprang at Kit. 


Then the youth dropped the bass viol, 
but he dropped it squarely on Roliver, 
and with such force that his head went 
through it with a splintering crash, clear 
to the shoulders. 


knives to flash, and Kit suddenly threw 
up his arms and staggered. ' 
Courtenay’s eyes were on him at the 
time, and he leaped to his side and 
caught him about the waist. 
‘Holy smoke, Kit!’’ gasped Phil; 
‘yvou’re not hit?’? ee 
“Pinked, that’s all. Let loose of me 
i and use your guns. Stand near me, for 
I’ve got aplan. Bare fists are-not enough, 
= See be 
As Kit spoke he pulled his forty-four, 
steadied himself with his back against the 
wall and snuffed out the oil lamp. < 


~~, <« 
at: 


ness, he grabbed Phil and drew him back 
along the narrow passage he had noticed. 

‘(Where are you going ?’’ asked Phil. 

‘Anywhere to get out of that. We 
made a mistake by not using our shooters 
at the first send-off. There’s no use in 
being tender with cutthroats of their 
calibre.’’ 

‘“Where does this lead to?’’ 

“Vou know as much about it as I do, 
old man. It goes somewhere, and that 
rocky seotahie just now, is too hot for 
you and me.’ 

While they were groping their way 
along, listening to the oaths, curses and 
yells of their pursuers, they ran into an 


~ stairway, hewed rougiy sie the quartz 
seam. 

Then came a sudden flash of light and 
a howl of triumph followed by a resound- 
ing ‘‘bang’’ as of a door a into 
place. ; 

The burst of light was at once obliter- 
ated, and the furious voices faded sudden- 
ly away into silence. 

‘Hurt, Kit??? queried Phil, 
darkness. 

‘Not by the fall, but that bullet 
gouged me a little. Did you see who fired 


ite"? 


in the 
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us, but it strikes me that I’d rather be a 


When the place was plunged in dark-* t trickling. 


— 


open space and tumbled down a short 


SHOW YOUR COLORS—SEE LAST PAGE. 


“Henderson.” | | 5 ae 

“Then I owe him. one.” ae 

‘“What do you think has happened to 
us, Kit?” 

“T guess they™ think they? ve trapped — 


* 


live man in atrapthana dead man outside 
of one. Have you a inatch??” 
‘*VYes—a matchsafe full.”? 
“Light one, Phil.’ 
Philstruck a light and discovered ‘that 
Kit was sitting up. He had unbuttoned 
his clothing and had bared his ‘Hreast, - 
down which a thin stream of blood was” 


. 


ie 


- 


se 


as 


. 


»“Half an inch to the right aud a 
derson would heave bagged me,’’ said Kit, 
_grimly, teafing off a piece of his shirt and? 
inaking a bandage which he had Phil tie. 
around his body. ‘‘*Grazed, that’s all,’’ 
he added. ‘‘Looks like it wasa spent ball 
and had scratched ine after bounding ,off 
the rocky wall of the chamber.’’ | 
He looked around and found that he 
was in a room similar to the one above. 
Allowing his gaze to wander up the 
stairway, he saw that Kae apening? above 
was closed. = | 
“We're in for it, eh, Kit?” asked Phil. 
‘Looks that way, my boy. You saw 
our friend, the professor, up stairs?”’ e 
‘Ves, and he was half shot.’’ 
‘‘T noticea that; but did you see any- 
thing of his patent rocker ?”’ 
“Not a thing.”’ 
Kit mused for a few oinette haa 
then he rolled up his parkie and laid 


a 


+See 


= q 
ee 


‘What did [ leave out ?’’. | 
‘How Henderson came to get you.” 


down with it under his head. - ta 

Although he did not care to admit it, ge 
hise wound pained him, and he felt a 
fagged. j Deane. 

“Vou didn’t have time to finish your 4 
story down there at the foot of the cliff, . 
Phil,’’ remarked Kit. | 
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“That was just a plain knock: down 
without any frills or trimmings, He 
knew what I had come up into this coun- 
try for, and after Boliver and some of the 
rest had run me in, he was a little unde- 
cided what to do with me. 

“So he strapped me to the bunk, and 
it wasn’t more than fifteen minutes be- 
fore you dropped in on us that Boliver 
had yelled through the door that the 
Chinks had risen and were going to make 


things hot. - 


“TEs my belief that” Henderson in- 
tended to hold the fort till the strikers 
caine and then I slide out, leaving me to 
their mercy,’? i : 

_ ‘He'd be capable of it,”’ id Kit. 

“Tf T thought -he——”” ed 

achedbee warned Kit, in a low whis- 
per; ‘‘some one is coming! ‘Take your 
shooters, Phil, and 4f- it is some one 


“seeking trouble, we’ll give him a dance 
_ for his money.”’ 


“Revolvers in hand, they ea 


waited. 

‘The steps caine closer, and it was aot 
long before voices could be distin- 
guished. 


‘*VYou bed my life - -you vas so chuckle- 
headed dot ve don’t can do nodding.’? 

‘*Chuckle-headed, you weinerwurst ! 
You call me chuckletieaded! Say, you 


big hunk of sweitzerkase, what do you_ 
mean by that?’ 


“Tf you haf sense to get at vat I eek 
I don’t know. , Gag Se mes 

“No one has sense enough to know 
what you are talking about, you bologna 


sausage! You don’t know yourself!’ 
‘‘By shinks, you make me so mad dot 
I feel like I vas bustin’. Hear vat I call 
you, Monkey-face, aha! iiss Set 
dot’s vot it is.”’ 


Kit dropped his revolvers into his 


pockets and cried out: 


“ADMIRAL SAMPSON” BUTTON FREE—SEE PAGE 32. 
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“Stop that quarreling, or I'll whale 


both of you!’ 


“Himmel!? cried the Dutchman; 


ou hear dot, Pill? ‘Vat it is?”? 


‘‘Lor’,’’? gasped Bill, 
me a turn. 
Karl.” : 

‘I don’t care do make any investiga- 
tions. Let us shace ourselves righdt pack 
to dot odder blace.”” 

‘*Come here, you fellows, and don’t be 
foolish,’ replied Kit. ‘‘Can’t you recog- 
nize my voice?’ ; 

‘It vas Kit, by shimminy grickets!?? 
exclaimed Karl. 

‘‘How did you get here, Kit?’’ asked 
Bill, coming closer. 

‘In about the saine way you did, I 
suppose.’ 

““WVas Courtenay in dot fog gabin, 
Kit??? inquired Karl. 

"Pm ‘here, Karl!’ 

‘Mein gootness, it vas a bleasure to 
know dot.”’ 

‘‘Where did you fellows come from ?”’ 
asked Phil. 

‘From a back chamber in these here 
catacombs,’’ replied Bill. 

“Is there more than one room, then: fy 
demanded Kit. 

‘“Two rooms.’ 

“T didn’t see any passage leading off 


“but that gave 
Go over and see who’s there, 


from this.” 


‘'Tt’s chiseled out: of the middle of the 


‘quartz dyke, and takes a sharp dip to the 


left after it leaves this places” 

Wh y do you call this place the cata-’ 
eouibs dane 

‘*Because the back room is full of 
skeletons and they scared Dutchy and me 
out of a year’s growth.”’ 

“T vasn’t scared,’’? declared Karl,?*1 
vas only oxcited,’ und dot’s all.’ 

“Excited, you missin’? link? You tore 
your clothes, tumbled over yourself, and 
got tangled about a cadaver so you were 


ie. 


Gilneas Ry wes 
too soared to move. When I came up and 


- untangled you from the bone pile you 
had your eyes closed and were saying you 


blue in the face.”’ 

“Plue, is it? Vell, cell some more lies 
like dot und I make you plue all ofer.’ I 
can stand so mooch und den I can’t stand 
some more,” | - 

“«“There, now, ring off!” said Kit. 
“Yon fellows ouglit to be gagged.”’ 

‘““Where were you, Karl, when you. 
were captured ?’’ asked Phil. 

‘(Py der rock vere Kit left us.’’ 

“Kit hadn’t much more than pulled 
out,’’ put in Bill, ‘‘when Dutch thought 
he saw something. ts i 

‘‘He went off to ee siieaie and, as he 
didn’t come back, I’moseyed after him. / 

“Next thing I knew I didn’t know 
» anything. | ¥ 

‘When my thinker got in working 
order again, I found myself in here with 
‘Dutch going through my pockets and 
looking for matches.”’ 

‘“‘Boliver must have done the trick 
after stopping at Henderson’s to announce 
the strike of the Chinks,’? remarked Phil. 
cole Courtenay struck another match and 
| saw that Kit was getting up. 

“Where are you going, Kit??’ ie in- 
quired. 
i ee “Back into that rear room. Bill, lead 
aces the way. If you have may inatches, strike 

them as you go along.’’ | 
| cee eno | pecnics Bill, “and Pie ee 
= “made for thé corner of the chamber and 
turned into the narrow passage which took 
2 alinost a square dip to westward, C eccuile 
, ing the lode. 


oy 


. 


a 


ond vault-like room. 

It was a gruesome place with white 
and gleaming skeletons hanging from the 
- walls and lying about the floor, 

It was difficult to .walk without tread- 


-KLONDIKE KIT WEEKLY. So pr ae 


prayers. Excited ! Why, Dutch, nates f 


re 


A dozen steps brought them to the sec- 


HAVE YOU READ PAGE 32. 


¥ 


ing upou some grinning skull or detached 
bone. | 


“No wonder Karl and Bill got a 
bad attack of the creeps here hath 
‘Kit volunteered noreply.. || viet 
In all that strange nothern country this 
cranny in the cliff, with its human Te- 
mains, was the strangest thing he had yet 
rum across. ‘ 
He walked about, examining every- 
thing ‘minutely. | Piece 
Out of a heap of bones in one corner, 
a ghastly arm was thrust up. Arm and 


hand were intact, and in the hand’s bony 


palm lay a piece of ore regent the size as 


alleges: = 
As Kit removed thes ‘specimen and 


dropped it into his pocket, he gave voice 
to an exclamation that drew the attention 
of his friends. Coreg 

‘‘What’s the matter, Kit?” asked Phil. . 

**T have a theory that. this dyke in a 
cliff 1s the nother lode of thie Klondike.’” 

“Dd give a whole bunch of mother 
lodes to be out of this hole,’’ said Bill. 
‘*Pah! I smell brimstone.”’ 

So did the rest of them, and, all at 
once, little clouds of vapor could be seen 
surging through the chainber, while the 
choking fumes became stronger and 


stronger. 
g Rr ; ; 
“Vat vas der madder?’’ coughed 
~Dutchy.— x 3 


‘“They’re trying to smoke tis out,’ re- 


plied Kit. - 
“With what?’ | 
, ‘“Gunpowder, I should say. fet? s make 
our way back to the other room and see 


what the condition of the aN hie as. 


there.’’ 


In the first chamber the air was found 
to be even more heavily charged with the 


terrible fumes than in the second. 
All four of them were coughing, sneez- 
ing and sputtering. Pe cS Coe 


“Ugh!” ae igiuiee Guiana in mae 
gust. | 
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“Tt must get in 1 here somewhiere,’’ said 


- Kit. ‘‘Suppose we all scatter out and look 


out for the place. After we have found 


“the hole, we can plug it up.’? 


This search was unsuccessful, however. 
The four friends were compelled to 
give up, and they were just on the point 
of smothering, when a ray of !fght ap- 
peared at the head of the stone stairs. 
The heavy door was being slowly lifted! 
Silently they watched until they saw 
one of Henderson’s men, who had formed 


part of the attaeking force in the recent 


skirmish, squeeze through the opening 
and fly down the steps. . 

In less tine than it takes to tell it, Kit 
had the fellow by the throat and was 
pushing him up against the wall. 


‘CHAPTER VIIL 
ESCAPE—OFF FOR THE YUKON—A TRICK 
AT THE WHEEL. 


“Steady,” muttered pie “or Dl throt- 
tle you!” 
It took but hale. an eye to see that Kit 


meant business, and the prisoner ceased 


his squirming. 
**Did you think you had smoked us to 
sleep??? demanded Kit; *‘were you com- 
ing down here to finish the job ?”? ‘ 
**No,’? was the gasping answer. 
‘Who are you??? | 
‘Porky Edwards,’ 
‘Well, Porky, why were you coming 
down here?’’ 
(Tryin? to escape.”’ 
~ Brom whom ?”? 
“Them infernal Chinks.”’ 
‘This gave Kit an idea, es 
He shook Porky till his teeth rattled, 


a cdl 


and then jgmmed_ him ‘up against’ the . 


wall once more. 
“Keerful, keerful,”’ groaned the ‘pris- 
oner; ‘I ain’t made of injy rubber. ’? 
‘*T want the truth!’ flared Ko 


‘‘T’m givin’ it to ye.” 

**Who was smoking us out ?”’ 

““Henderson. But he had ter stop ’fore 
he finished the job.” * 


Why P< cea 

“The Chinke cane = 

‘‘What became of Henderson and the 
rest ?”? ) 

‘fAll got away but Boliver an’ me. 
Boliver’s- killed, I hid in a niche in the 
wall an’ then slipped down here.”’ 

‘“Why didn’t the coolies chase you ?”’ 
asked Kit, skeptically. 

‘*Give it up.”’ 

“Tio you know where Henderson 
went 2”? 

‘‘Haven’t the slightest idee.”’ 

Kit twisted Porky around some more 


and then slammed him against the wall 


again. ~ £2 
~ ‘“Now have you any idea?”? 

“Think I hev, now. Steamer Klon- 
dike is to meet ’em at the mouth of In- 


dian River an’.take ’em to Dawson, at 


noon to-morrer. The "hee igi arranged 


“it. ? 


‘The professor went. with Henderson, 


‘did he?’? : 


‘*Herdid.”” 

‘Did he take his’ patent erudla with 
him??? — 

‘‘Last I see of the perfesser, he was 


Jowerin’ that down while Henderson an’ 


the rest stood off the Chinks.”’ 


“Did they all go down on the rope? 2) 
‘‘No; thar’s a way ter climb down, an’ 


“they took that route.” 


“Do you know where it is?”’ 

“No. » ie Det 

**Much Sule Porky,’’. said Kit, re- 
leasing the fellow. ‘‘It doesn’t take much 
‘persuasion to get information out of you. 


3 If it proves to be reliable information, 


-you’ve served us a good turn.”? 
‘‘What’s next, Kit?’ asked Phil. 
ees next thing i is to get out.”’ 
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“But the Chinks—— _ 

‘“They didn’t follow Porky down here 
and something must have happened to 
them. We’ll investigate and find out.”’ 

Kit started eee followed by 
all but Porky. 

As the friends squeezed through the 
lifted door, they saw a bright light in 
the outer chamber. 

The only sound they heard, however, 
was a volley of resonant snores. 

‘Dead drunk!’ exclaimed Kit. ‘‘T'11 
gamble that the strikers have sampled 
Henderson’s keg ene are sleeping like 
logs. ? =“ 

This proved to be the'c case. 

The coolies were lying about the floor, 
upon the table and across benches and 
stools. 

They had empty tin cups in their 
hands and had drank themselves into a 
condition of abject helplessness. 

‘“This hot strike has cooled off a 
little,’’ remarked Kit; 
**But look here!’ | 

As he spoke, he pushed over the eee 
of Boliver with his foot. 

As Porky had said, Boliver was dead 

He had been strangled. 

By an-irony of fate, the strangling had 
been done with the ‘‘G”’ string snipped 
from his wrecked bass-viol. 

‘‘And they say that a Chinaman has 
no sense of humor!’ 
Courtenay. 


“Well talk this over later,’’ said Kit. 


em 


“Tust now we imust not forget that Hen- 
derson is headed for the Yukon. We've 
got to overtake him.’ pe 
“The quicker we start on his trail the 
better,’’ suggested Phil. bare 


with a laugh. 


"" &No; 


exclaimed Phil < 


“cable across the gorge aud were headed 
down the Indian River. 

A couple of hours were snatched fore 
rest and refreshment, and the pursuit was 
once more resumed. 

Despite the- rapidity with which they: 
got over the trail, they did not come up 
with-Henderson and the professor until 
they reached the Yukon. . 
~ As they sighted the river they saw the 
flat-bottom, stern-wheel steamer Klon- 
dike just starting her_engines with her 
nose down-streain. . Sess 

Kit waved a handkerchief, and the 


other three tossed up their hats and- 


yelled. 
This had the desired effect, aan the 
steamer reversed her engines and waited. 
A dingy belonging to Bill lay moored 


to the bank at the point where he had 


been catching the drift the day before 
aud into this the four friends loaded 
themselves and rowed out to the steamer. - 

“Hello, there, Kit!’ called out the 
captain of the boat,.as the dingy cae 


alongside ; “got some letters you want to” i 


send down???’ ies 
What I want to find out is 
whether you took any passengers aboard 
a few minutes ago.’? 
2°$*Ves- two.’’ 
‘*Did one man have a patent rocker ?”’ 
‘‘He had something, but I don’t know 
exactly what it was.’’ 
Kit sprang on deck, followed by the 
others. me 


“Separate,’’ said Kit, in a low tone, to. 


Phil, Karl and Bill, ‘‘and search the boat 
thoroughly. Be prepared for. trouble. 
They won’t give up without a fight. ee 
Kit turned to the captain. | 
“AT right, cap. Set yout anachinery 


The rope was still swinging ‘past the» to going; we don’t want todetain you.’ 


shelf of rock, and’ all four of the little ~ 


party Seecended safely. 
By. sunrise they had passed the rope 


‘Ts anything wrong??? asked the cag 
tain, signaling to the pilot, who pulled a 
bell connecting with the engine-room, _ 
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“Nothing serious.’ replied Kit, : end 
only shady enough to be iuteresting. Na 

Several passengers were lounging 
around the deck. ; | 

One or two of these carried rifles in 
their hands and were otherwise well- 
armed. 

As almost every one in that section 
knew Kit, they all crowded around him 
and attempted to find out what had hap- 
pened. ea 

While they were pressing the youth 


with questions, a yell came from the up-— 


per deck. 
By leaning out over the side of the boat 


_ Kit was able to see what was taking place 
- above and the sight~ that met his eyes 
* filled him with momentary consternation. 


Two men only were to be seen on the 
upper deck, and these were Sim Hender- 
son and Phil Courtenay. 

They were battling furiously on the 
after part of the boat, with the big, re- 
volving paddle wheel directly beneath 
them. 


Courtenay, as could plainly be seen, 
‘was no match for Henderson, and the big 
fellow was forcing him inch by inch, 
toward the edge of the deck. _ 

It was Henderson’s evident intention 
to drop his youthful antagonist upon the 


revolving wheel, where his fate would be 
_ Swift and certain. 


Already was Courtenay being bent 
back ward-over the cliurning paddles, and 
-it seemed every instant as though he must 
lose his footing and fall. 


Catching a rifle out of the hands of a 
iman standing near him, Kit ran back- 


_ ward along the deck-and out upon one of 


the timbers. that*pfojected from the stern 


and supported the wheel. _ eee se 
Water was dashed over him in bucket- 


fulls, and the shaking timber beneath his 
feet made a steady foothold almost im- 
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“Break away, Piaderson: he yelled. 

The big fellow, however, paid no at- 
tention to the command, and the young 
sieht the rifle to his 
shoulder. 

‘*Break away, I tell you!”’ shouted Kit, 
balancing himself in his perilous position ; 
‘*last call!” . : 

“There was still no movement on the 
part of Henderson in answer to the stern 
suinmons. 

Realizing that his chum’s life depended 
upon his quickness, Kit did not voice- 
another command, but, pulled the trigger. 

Henderson howled with pain, his right 
arm dropped helplessly to his side, and 
Courtenay regained his foothold with an 
effort and hurled him back. 

At that precise instant there came a 
loud yell from Dutchy. 

‘‘Shtop, or I plaze avay at you! Don’ t 
you throw dot! Don’t you——’’. 

Kit looked in the direction from which 
came the sound of Karl’s voice. 

The Dutchman had found the pro- 
fessor, and the latter had rushed to the 


- steamer’s side. 


An instant later and his patent cradle 
had been tossed into the river. 

Kit saw it floating in the water-and he 
threw down his gun and sprang after it. 
The captain was watching the youth 
and he once more reversed his engines 
while Bottleneck Bill picked up a coil of 
rope and threw one end of it to Kit. 

‘All right, Bill,’? said Kit, managing 
to make the rope fast to the rocker, ‘‘haul 
in the cradle and never mind ime!”’ 

While Bill was hauling in the box, Kit 
swam to the steamer and climbed over 
the side. 


a. _ REMEMBER THE MAINE AND PAGE 32. 
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CAT ready, Kit!’’ aa. Bill, holding — ; 


_ CHAPTER IX. 


4 


WHAT WAS IN THE ROCKER—THE CHUMS 
SEPARA TE—CONCLUSION. 


‘‘Kit,’? said Phil, grasping Kit’s drip- 
ping hand warmly, “that little trick of 
yours, at the wheel, saved my life.”’ 

“Glad of it. Was Henderson 
much ?”? 

‘Winged, that’s all.”’ 

**Where’s the professor ?”” 


hurt 


‘“The boat got too hot for him,’? said_ 


Bill. ‘‘He took to the water, and is just 
wading ashore over there now.’’ 

All eyes were turned in the direction 
indicated by Billtand the professor could 
be seen climbing up the distant bank. 

‘‘Detectives are after him,’’ said Phil, 
‘fand he’s afraid for his life. Whiere are 
you going, Kit?’? 

‘We're close to my claim and Bill and 
I have got to take the dingy and put back 
there. The work I did in the river 
opened up that wound in my breast and 
makes me a trifle weak in the knees.’’ 

‘*T am afraid- that wound is more seri- 
ous than you would have us believe,”’ 
said Courtenay, anxiously. 

“Tt will probably lay me up for a few 
days, but that’s all. When you reach 
Dawson, send out a doctor. I have a 
notion that the bullet didn’t graze me, 
after all, but is in the wound.”’ 

‘‘Hadn’t you better go on to Dawson 
with us, old fellow ?’’ 


‘‘No; there’s some one at the Discovery 
who will take good care of me,’’ and Kit 
siniled as he spoke. 

Turning to Bill, he added: 

“Pull the dingy alongside, Bill.’? 

While Bill was doing. this, Phil asked: 

‘Why did you jump overboard after 
that patent rocker??? 

‘‘Because——’’ began Kit, but was 
interrupted by a quivering cry coming 
from the interior of the box-like con- 
trivance. ‘‘The little girl you are looking 
for isin there. I believe that the Bree 
fessor hypnotized her whenever he found 
it necessary to keep her quiet, and when 
he wanted to keep her out of sight he put 
her in that box. He called it a patent 
cradle for the purpose of diverting sus- 
picion.’’ 


~* 


the dingy against the side of the steamer. 
Kit stepped down into the boat and 
Phil caught his chum’s hand again and 
wrung it with intense fecling. 
vl can’t begin to tell you Aow much 


you’ve done for me, Kit!’’ he cried, ‘‘but. 


before I leave Dawson il run dows and 
see you. Good-by, and see that you take 
proper care of that wound,.”’ 

Bill pushed off frou: the steamer’ s side 
and seized the oars. na 

‘‘Good-by !”’ called back Kit. “Don’t 
lose any time in examining that patent 
rocker, Phil!?’ 

As the dingy and ie steamer rapidly 
increased the distance between each 
other, Kit could see Phil working ovef 
the ‘‘rocker,’’? and ina few moments he 
lifted out a little grrl. 

Kit had just time to observe that the 
child had tangled, yellow curls, and that 
she seemed bewildered and unable to 
realize where she was, when a sharp spur 
at a bend,in the river blotted the Klon- 
dike froin sight. 

“Blamed if that don’t beat me!?? ex- 
claimed Bill. ; 

‘‘T was sure there was something wrong 
with that cradle when the _ professor 
brought it into our cabin, yesterday,”’ 
said Kit. ‘‘He’s a clever scoundrel, and 
his wonderful hypnotic power makes him 
capable of doing a good deal of damage. 
This was a hot deal, and I’m _ glad we’re 
out of it without getting scorched any 
worse than we did. 

‘The only fe I have is that I 


didn’t lick the socks off that crazy Dutch- 


man,’’ soliloquized Bill. ~ 


‘©VYou may have a chance at him, yet,’’ 


smiled Bill. ‘‘But I’d advise you to be 
careful for he may give you more than 
you bargain for.’? 

‘‘Himp!’’ snorted Bill, derisively. 

“The Chinks didn’t make the only hot 
strike at Vulture Hill,’’ went on Kit; 
made one myself.”? 

“How's that?! : 
~ “Took at this.”’ 

Kit drew from his pocket the ore sam- 
ple that he had taken from the bony hand 
in Boliver’s den. 

It was of the same character as the de- 
composed quartz- -vein’ and was flecked — 
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over with spots Sand< streaks of yellow 
gold.~ ae 

“By the great horn spoon!’’ gasped 
Bill. ‘Did you find this 1 in that hole in 
the wall ?”’ 

‘Yes; and I've been thinking that that 
must have been an old Indian mine for it 
is certainly a lode of marvelous _vich- 
ness. 

‘*D6 you intend to do reeria ees about 
it, ier? 


‘In time, yes. But I shall have to feel 


niore like myself than I do, now, before I 


tackle Vulture Hill again.”’ 

By this time they had reached the shore 
and Kit was so nearly fagged from loss 
of blood that Bill had to hold him up as 
they walked along the trail that led from 
the Yukon to the Discovery. 

Nell saw them coming and she rushed 
out of the cabin almost wild with @nx- 
iety. 

CBHI atte cried, 
with Kit?” 

Nothing, Nell,’’ replied Kit, with a 
siile, ‘‘just a scratch, that’s all. The 
wound had healed, but I tore it open a 


“what’s the inatter 


while ago and am a little weak from the 


loss of blood. 

‘Then it isn’t dangerous ?”? 

‘Not at-all.’’ ‘ 

She came to the other side of Kit and 
put her arm afound him to help him 
along. 

‘“Were you in great danger, 
asked Nell. 

‘*We had a little the toughest time I 
have ever experienced,’’ he replied. 


Matter. 
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“*T felt in my bones that you were go- 
ing to have,’’ said the girl, ‘‘and I am 
thankful that you got back alive.’’ : 

Once inside the house and lying on his 
bunk and Kit felt a hundred per cent. 
better. 

Nell was able to stanch the blood and 
dress his wound ina thorough manner, 
and Kit was soon sleeping and resting 
after the exciting incidents of the past 
twenty-four hours. 

Owing to Nell’s watchful care, Kit was 
able to get around in a few days and over- 
see the clean-up on his two claims, No. 6 
and the Discovery. 

Within a week he was himself again 
and began to think longingly of his rich 
quartz discovery on Vulture Hill. © 

Klondike miners had no time to waste 
on quartz ledges, their whole. attention 
being taken up with the placer deposits. 

But the fabulous richness of the bit of 
ore which he had found in that bony hand 
gave Kit the idea that he had madea 
strike beside which the wealth of the 
placer diggings. would fade into insignifi- 
cance. 

The time came, at last, when he felt 
that he could prospect this lead more thor- 
oughly and how he did it, together with 
the obstacles which he met and overcame, 
will be told in the next issue of this 
library and will be-entitled: ‘‘Klondike 
Kit’s Quartz Ledge; or, Out With thee 
Mounted Police.’ 


IT’S THE NEXT ONE. 
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Me earlier issues of ‘Tip Top Weekly are now on sale int the 
orm of Quarterlies, each including 18 consecutive issues’ of this 
favorité weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated ilnstra- 
sions, and an elegaiit cover in colors, The price is 50 Cents per 


volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States, 


- = NOW READY. = = 


No, 2, “$ Nos. 14 to 26 of Tip 'Top Weekly. 
No, 3, a Nos. 27 to 39 of Tip Top Weekly. 
No, 4, ae Nos, 40 to 52 of Tip Top Weekly. = 
No. 5, ty Nos, 53 to 65 of Tip Top Weekly. 
No, 6, ae Nos. 66 to 78 of Tip Top Weekly. 


Tf your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, 81 Fulton St., N, Y. 


WRESTLING. — 


History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletjo 
pasime. Without doubt, it gives strength and firmness, combined 
.With quickness and pliability, to the limbs, vigor to the body, 
coolness and discrimination to the head and elasticity to the tem. 
per, the whole forming an energetic combination of the greatest 
power to be found in man. ‘The book js entitled Proresson 
MuULDOON’s WrestLine.  Itis fully illustrated, and will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents, Address 

STBEERT & SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York. 

(Manual Library Department). ion ; m 
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Red, White-and Blue Quarterly. 


The earlier issues of Bed, White and Bjue are now on sale in the 
forma of Quarteriies, each including 13 consecutive’ issues of this 


favorite weekly, together with the 13 original juminated Ilustra-— 


tions, and an elegant cover incolors. The price is 50 Cents per 


~ volume for which sum they will be sent by mall post-paid to any 


address jb the United States. 
- —- NOW READY. - = 


No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Red, White and Blue, 
NO. *8rs—:~ ‘! Nos. 14 to 26 of Red, White and Blue, 
No, 4, a Nos 27 to 39 of Red, White and Blue. 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
he publishers, - 


STREET & SMITH, 81 Fulton St., N. Y. 
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AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 


Many people imagine that a photographer's camera isa dimenutt 
machine to handle, and that the work isdirty and disagreeable, All 
this isa mistake. Photography is a clean, light, aud pleasant ac- 
complishment, within the reach of all. The camera wil) prove a 
triend, reporter, and helper. With a very inexpensive camera any 
boy or girl can now Jearn not only to take good pictures, but pictures 
that there is everywhere a demand for at renunerative prices. A 
complete guide to this fascinating art, entiled AMaTKUK MANUAL 
or PHOTO@RAI WY will he sent on receipt of ten cents. 


STREET & SMITH, 25 Rose street, New York 
Manual Library Department), 


@UT-DOOR SPORTS. 


Complete instructions for playing many of the most popular out 
ot-door games is found inthis book. ‘The gamesare jllustrated 
and very easily mastered. Price ten cents. Address 

—o - SPREET & SMJTH, 25 Rose street, New York, 
Manual Library Department). 
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One coupon from the Klondike Kit Weekly, accompanied by two others, 
following publications: 
Starry Flag Weekly, Diamond Dick, Jr., or Tip 
entitle the sender to a free badge or button as described in No. 7 of 
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A Weekly of Adventure in the Alaskan Mines 


~= =, A 
sss 


? Pages—Colored Pictorial Cover — ? Pages 


AMP. LO. LP. 
~= = “= 


~~ =, 
ae = ¥ 


HIS, the latest weekly of the Klondike gold fields, will contain each week, a 
thrilling story of adventure in that wonderful land toward which every eye is now 
turned. Never since the first discovery of gold in California in 1849, has so much 
absorbing interest been taken in gold finds. The northern region of Alaska is now 
the Mecca of every gold-seeker's hope, and in no part of the whole world can there be found 
such a rich field for our talented author, Mr. Hugh P. Rodman, to work in. We can say, 
without a doubt, that no writer to-day, is better able to depict the Alaskan scenes than 
Mr. Rodman, who has spent several years of his life in that country. 

The Klondike Kit Weekly will tell you all about it, make you familiar with the 
eountry, the way to reach it, and at the same time entertain you with the very best stories 


of adventure ever written. 


LIST. OF STORIES 


1—Klondike Kit; or, A Freeze-Out in Chilkcot 
Pass. 

2—Klondike Kit and His Girl Pard; or, Nug- 
get Nell’s Fight for a Fortune. 

8—Klondike Kit’s Lucky Nugget; or, The Lone 


5—Klondike Kit’s Pay Streak; or, Snowed In 
At Forty-Mile. 

Kit’s Mooseskin Bag; or. The 

Clean-Up at No. 6. 


7—Klondike Kit at ‘‘The Black Hole;’’ or, The 


Prospector of Lake Tagish. Convict Huns of Tananah. 
4—Klondike Kit’s Bonanza Strike; The &—Kloudike Kit’s Chum; or, A Hot Strike on 
Claimi-Jumpers of Hootalinqua. Vulture Hill. 


9—Klondike Kit’s Quartz Ledze; or, Out With The Mounted Police. 
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Price, FIVE Cents «« For Sale By All Newsdealers 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers 
NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. 
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